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MADAM, 
= HAVE now the Honour of pre- 
2 1 by {enting a CONEDY to Your La- 
8 dyſhip, which has not in it one 
indecent Expreſſion, nor one im- 


moral Thought. This, perhaps, may give it 


no Advantage on the Stage, ſince it happens 
to be ſo directly contrary to the uſual Re- 
preſentations there; but (what is a much 
greater Glory) it will be the moſt powerful 
Recommendation to the Favour and Protec- 
tion of Your Ladyſhip, and is a Circum- 
ſtance without which I could never have 
preſum'd to offer it to Your Peruſal. Your 


: Ladyſhip has too diſcerning and juſt a Taſte 
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dies; and the only little Merit pretend to, 3 
is, that of having work'd them up into ane 
Plot, and made them unite in carrying on 
the ſame Deſign. But, even this, I hope, 
may be of ſome Service towards reſtoring F 3 
Good Senſe and Decency, and help to prove 
that Comedy may be entertaining without the 


leaſt mixture of Ribaldry or Profaneneſs. 


That amiable Goodneſs and Humility, in 1 
the midſt of Courts and Grandeur, for 
which Your Ladyſhip is fo deſervedly re- 
markable, have embolden'd me to make this 
humble Offering, and ſeek for Shelter under 

Your great Name. ------ Whither ſhould the 
Muſes fly, but to Thoſe who know them, 


and love them becauſe they know them 2 --- 
Few, indeed, have a Taſte ſufficiently deli- 
cate ro find a Pleaſure in their Acquain- 


tance, or Greatneſs of Soul enough to give 


them 


nd wit thoks . 
0 bn ö you: Hand For oremoſt ! ----- 
i. Fules, Riches, Dignities, are poſſels'd by 
in many! but to wear them gracefully, to en- 
joy chem realy, unenvy d, below d, rever d 


ſuperior in the Embelliſhments of the Mind, 
and in che Practice of bray eminent and 
9 Virtu. 

That Heaven may long bleſ Mankind 
f * ſo bright a Pattern of real Worth and 
true Grearneſs, is the zealous With of, 


by all, is the peculiar Happineſ of Lady 
u- HERTFORD;: who, ſuperior as ſhe is in 
it Honours and Perſonal Qualities, is ſtill more 
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Tour Ladyſpips moſt obliged and 


moſt devoted humble Servant, 
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N ſome fair Gre wha the Vena Wipe 

Have Neſud the Soil, aud rais'd the blooming es 
The anxious Lovin witlhs Wild Aba Eye, 
iy And marks and culls em as be paſſes by; © 
From each gay Border he ſelefts the beſt, . 5 
[| And forms a Noſegay for his Flora's I 1 5 ED 
[|| With equal Pleaſure, and with equal Care, = 3 w 
From the rich Treaſures of the great M oliere, 8 55 1 1 8 
l e Author of Tonight has bore away | mo 
it The various Parts which form the following run 1. 80 
it No Merit to himſelf he dares to claimz © 
i And hopes you'll think that he deſerves no Blame. 0 
5 Bu O! 'tis bold, in this cenſorious Age, 3 
| | To dare to bring pure Nature on the Stage ; 

| When Taſte and Writing both are ſunk ſo low, 

if That nought's produc d or lik'd but Song and Shew. 
| In Johnſon's, Fletcher's, and great Shakeſpear's Days, 
[f To Senſe and Virtue Poets tun'd their Lays, 
For Senſe and Virtue tben were ſure of Praiſe : 
Genius was then the Soul of Poeſy 3 ET | 

Nature the Miſtreſs, always in its Eye; 

And Wit the Maid, whom it addreſs'd her by. 

But in this ſcribling, Monſter- breeding Age, 

Nature and Senſe are baniſh'd from the Stage; 

To charm the Eye or Ear is made the whole, 
And none or dares, or aims to touch the Soul : 


; 5 For 


I x roy ”s 17045 that 8 ＋ the Heart : ; 
A Dye = ing Where ery Drug finds Pla 
7 of Service bs he deſp rat Lese. 
In Fans good Sirs, To-night we aft a Play, 
That's far, far dif” rent from the modern TM: : 
So very different, it has not got OEM. 
One ſingle Simile, and but one Plot; 
| No courtly_ Phraſe to hide the want of Thought, 
Nor dubious, Feſt, ith meanleſs Meanings fraught 1 
Chaſte Wit and al Senſe alone are join' d, 
Fit for the modeſt Ear, and manly Mind. 
Let others pleaſe at Modeſly's Expence, 
And barter Virtue for the Joys of Senſe; 
Such mean, pernicious Arts, we ſcorn, nor dare 
Corrupt the Heart to gratiſy the Ear: 
To make Inſiruftion Partner with Delight, 
Shall be our Care by Day, our Thoughts by Night ; 
This gladly we purſue — the only way 
Hour boundleſs Favours we can e' er repay : # 
Accept then, with a kind indulgent Smile, 


This firſt-fruit Offering of our grateful Toil. 
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Primroſe, Belina's Maid, Mrs. Heron. 
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Beaumont, a Young Gentleman of: Rs 
Fortune, in Love with Belina, A My. W. Mills. 


© Mr. Cibber. 


Mr. Galleypor, an Apothecary, Mr. Harper. . 


Mr . Cranny, an Attorney, Mr. She ppar 9. 

Joſeph, a Country- Fellow, Servant 2 ) 3 
zo Headpicce, e | © Mr « 1 Tench. f 

R Mr. Oates. 


Conſtable, Mr. Hallam, Senior. 


WOM E N. 
Lady Hippiſh, ſecond Wie "1 Mrs. Butler. 


Sir Credulous, 
Belina, Daughter to Sir Credulous, Mrs. Pritchard. 
Agnes, younger Daughter to Sir Cre- : Mrs. Robinſon... 


dulous, 
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AG SCENE L 


SCE NE, Sir Credulous Hippiſh's Houſe. 


BELINA, PRIMROSE. 


RR RIMROSE!/ 1 

Prim. Madam. 

Belina. Lock on me a little. 

Prim. Well, I do look on you. 

Belina. Primroſe ! | 
Prim. Well, what would you have with Primroſe? 
Belina. Can't you gueſs? 

Prim, Some Talk, I ſuppoſe, of our new Acquain- 
tance, Mr, Beaumont.” 
3 — Belina. 
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Heart wel) bis Brother, 


Beaumont a Young Gentleman” of 
Fortune, in Love with Belina, 5 My. W. Mills. 


Dr. Mummy, Phyfician fo Str alas 7. -Johnſon, F 


dulous, | 
Dr. Diaſcordium, another "Os Mile. 
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Mr. Galleypot, an Apothecary, Mr. H 
Mr. Cranny, an Attorney, Ar. Sheppard; 
Joſeph, * fie, Fellow, ks 8 Mr. H. Tench. 
Poet, 
Conſtable, 


Mr. Hallam, Senior. 


WOMEN. 


Lady Hippiſh, ſecond Wife to in 
Sir 8 fe 5 Mrs. Butler. 


Belina, Daughter to Sir Credulous, Mrs. Pritchard. 


Agnes, younger Dagger zo Sir Cre- d 5. Robinſe 7 
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Primroſe, Belina' ; Maid, 
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li SCENE L' 


SCENE, Sir Credulous Hippiſh's Houſe. 
BELINA, PRIMROSE. 


BeLin& 


4) Prim. Madam. 

Belina. Look on me a little. 

Prim. Well, | do look on you. - 
Belina. Primroſe ! 

Prim. Well, what would you have with Primroſe? 
Belina. Can't you gueſs? 

Prim, Some Talk, I ſuppoſe, of our new Acquain- | 


tance, Mr, Beaumont. 


2 De Morber- in- Law; þ 


Belina. Since you knew thit, 8 8 y did 
not ydu begin to talk of him firſt, nnen 
2 PUTS of forcing the upon it? 

Prrn. You domti give tte Time ro Yb ir: Pour 
* ſo ie h indie in Thar Foint, tis u Bärd Marker to 
N be before band with you. 
ll. Belina. T own, that I can never be tir'd of ſuch an 
| ?greeable Subject; and, as you are the only Perſon I 
dare diſcover my Inclinations to 
* Prim. True: Come then, you fhall have a breath- 
| ing Bout —— begin preſently tho', and be as ſhort 4s 
1 poſhble, for your Father, you know, at this time of _ 
1 Bay, is wanting ſome Slop or other every Moment; 
; and if he were to take but a Biaſon'iof Gruel leſs than 
his Doctors preſcribe him, the very Thoughts of it 
would kill him. Come, what would you ſay? 

Belina. Tell me, Primroſe, doſt thou blame me for 
1 the good Opinion I have of him? 

"'s Prim. No, no, d'ye think I'm a Fool? 
1 Belina. Would you have me inſenſible to all his 
| | Vows and Proteſtations of Affection? 

|| Prim. Lack-a-day ! No. 
5 Belina. Pr'ythee tell me now, don't you really think 
there was ſomething of Deſtiny in the odd Adventure 
that brought us acquainted ? 

Prim. Certainly. 

Belina. Was there not ſomething uncommonly gen- 
teel and brave in that Action of reſcuing me, wirhout 
knowing any thing of me? 

Prim. True. } 

Belina. And was it poſſible for any one to make a 
more generous Uſe of it? 

Prim. Agreed. - 

Belina. Then you can't but think him very ni 
ſom, Primroſe? | 

Prim. Moſt certainly. 

Belina. Then he talks, Primroſe, he talks like an 
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rim. Good, But come, have you nothing new 

to ſay of him? l've had all this fifty times over al- 
ready. | Belina. 
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perform'd it to a Miracle. 


De Dodlor the Diſeaſe. 3 


-, (Bejna. But, my dear Primroſe, doſt thou believe he 
is ſo much in love with me as he pretends to be? 


Prim. Um! Troth that's not abſolutely to be de- 
nded upon: The Shew of Love is very like the 
EO an I've ſeen Actors of that Part who have 


Bielina. Well, I can't poſſibly ſuſpe& him of the 
leaſt Deceit in the Manner he ſpeaks. 

Prim. In the Manner you hear, I believe not. But 
this Queſtion will ſoon be clear'd up. The Reſolu- 
tion he hath taken, as he writ you Yeſterday, to ask 
your Father's Conſent, will ſoon diſcover if his Pro- 


teſtations be real or not. That will be a Proof in- 


deed. 
Belina. My Father can certainly have no Objection 
to the Propoſal; he can never be againſt ir, ſure, 
Prim. That's not as he will himſelt. You know 


how finely he's manag'd by his old Doctor, and young 
Wife. — Oh! that Mother of yours, Madam! 


that Mother- in-law, I mean, of yours, is a fad Jade, 


with Reverence be it ſpoken; her daily Buſineſs, ever 


ſince ſhe came into the Houſe, has been ro wheedle 
and chear the fond old Gentleman of all that he has; 
and her daily Prayers, that, as ſoon as ſhe has got all, 
ſhe may tumble him into his Coffin. 

Belina. I'm as well convinced of her Prejudice to 
me, as of her Power over my Father; all my Hopes, 
therefore, are placed in you, Primroſe. 

Prim. We'll do our beſt. Her fawning Lady- 
ſhip tries all ways to gain me over to her Intereſt, but 
ſhe may ſpare her Pains; I don't care for cheating, 
except in Love and at Cards. But we have ſtaid 
battling here too long, I ſhall be knock'd o' the Head. 


Belina. But hold, Primroſe, can't you by ſome means 


or other ſound my Father, to find whether Beaumont 

has made any Application to him or not? | 
Prim. Bleſs me! what Haſte you are in! Why, 
you had better ſend him word to come and do it im 
mediatcly, if you can't live another Day without him. 
WA Belina. 


pity poor Souls that are 


His Spectacles again. | 
Stomatick, Corroborative, Bolus, compos d ſecun- 


{ice 7 well. ho 


Belina. Sure, Prinroſe you hays 2 never > on what 
tis ro be in Love! » 

Prim. Yes, yes, I have; and I know what tis to 
So come along with me 
into ſome Room where we may hear your Father's 


Bell, and there we'll talk a little more about him. 
Ha, ha, ha! | wing LExeunt. 


. SCENE -H 


Sir Credulous diſcover'd in an Eaſy -Chair, by . Table 


on which are Phials, Galleypots, Bolus's, &c. and a 
large File of Apothecaries Bills. —— Sir Credulous 
baving à long Apothecary's Bill in bis Hand, which he 


is caſting up. 


Sir Cred. Three and two's Five, and five's Ten | 


Three and two's Five. | Taking off his SpeFacles, and 


ſighing.] O lack! O lack! 1 Profeſs it is a grievous 
Fatigue to examine and caſt up one's Apothecary's Bills. 


It does one almoſt as much harm as all the Phyſick in 


*em did one good, and yet this is but of a moderate 


Length —— Bur I've juſt got thro' it. | Putting on 
Item the 29th, an Aperient, 


dum Artem, to expel, diſſipate and evacuate his 
WMWorſhip's ill Humours, 65. 64. There's one thing 
in my Apothecary which pleaſes me much, and that 
is, his Bills are always mighty civil: — His Worſhip's 


ill Humours, 6s. 64. ——Ay, but Mr. Galleypot, it is 


not enough to be civil, you ſhould be a little reaſona- 
ble too, and not flea your poor Patients; 65. 64. for 
a Bolus! your Servant for that; you never reckon'd 


me more in your other Bills than 55. and 55. in the 
Language of an Apothecary, is as much as to ſay half 


a Crown there it is then, half a Crown. — Item 
t he ſaid Day at Night, an Hepatick, Soporifick, Som- 
niferous Julep, compos'd to make his Worſhip fleep, 
25. 64. 8 don't complain of that, for it made me 


5 iter, 


1 ; . * 


lem the ze che a good deter ſive Cly- 


The Doctor the Diſeaſe. £ 5. 


ſter, compos'd of double Catholicon, Rhubarb, Mel 
* Roſatum, &c. according to Dr. Mummy's Preſcription, 
to waſh," ſcour, cleanſe, and deterge his W orſhip's 
Abdomen, 4.5. 6d, — What! 45. 64.! for a Clyſter! 
You jeſt, you jeſt, Mr, Galleypot; you ſhould uſe your 
Patients with ſome Humanity: If this be your way 
of treating People, one would be ſick no longer: Pur 
down, put down 35. if you pleaſe. Three and 
two's five, and five's ten, and ten's twenty z twenty 
and ten's thirty, and five thirty-five. — Sum Total 
for the Month of December. is Thirty-five Pounds ſe- 
ven Shillings and ſix Pence. -P'm glad we are fo 
moderare. Let me ſee then, in this Month I 
have taken out ore, two, three, four, five, fix, ſeven, 
eight Purgative Medicines and one, two, three, four, 
five, fix, ſeven, eight, nine, ten, eleven, twelve Bot- 
tles of Cordial Julep; and laſt Month I took Twelve 
of the one, and Twenty of the other. I don't won- 
der that I'm not fo well this Menth as I was the laſt. 
' Hah! I feel the Effects of my Omiſſion already; I'm 
ſeiz'd all over with a ſhivering Fit. Where's Primroſe? 
Where are they all? My ipeaking's to no purpole, 
I'm always left alone. [ Rings a Bell] They are deaf: 
Primroſe | Rings. ] My Bell's not loud enough. 
2 [ Rings.] Is it poſſible they could leave a poor ſick 
Creature all alone in this manner? Oh miſerable! O 
Heavens! they'll let me die here. [ Rings louder. } Why, 
© Primroſe ! I lay, | 
Ws Enter Primroſe. 

Prim. Here I am, Sir. 

Sir Cred. Ah, you Slut! Ah, you Baggage! 

Prim. | Pretending to have hurt her Head. ] The Duce 
bad your Impatience for me, ringing at ſuch a rate — 
. you have made me break my Head againſt the Win- 

-  dow-ſhutter, I'm ſure, hurrying one ſo. 
Sir Cred. Ah, Traitreſs! 
Prim. Oh! Oh! [ Crying, to prevent his Scolding. 
© Of :Cred. "Tis a | 
Prim, Oh! Oh! 
. ES 5 _ Orr, Cred. 
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Sir Cred. Tis an Hour | | ae - 1 


Prim. Oh! Oh! 


Sir Cred. Hold your ſaucy Tongue, cher 1K ſcold” 
at thee, or I'! 


Prim. I like that indeed, after what I have done to 
my ſelf. 


Sir Cred. Thou haſt made me bawl my Throat ſore, 
Gipſ! 

Prin. And you have made me break my Head; ſo 
ſer one againſt t'other, and we are quit. 

Sir Cred. How, Confidence! 

Prim. If you ſcold, ÞTll cry. 

Sir Cred. To leave me, you Jade ——— Thi 

Prim. Oh! Oh! 8 

Sir Cred. Again! I ſhall run mad! Why, you pert, 
braſen, abominable, provoking Monſter, ſhan't I have 
the Pleaſure of Scolding at thee neither? 

Prim. If you have the Pleaſure of Scolding, 'tis but 
fair that I ſhould have the Pleaſure of Crying; one's 
as reaſonable a Pleaſure as other. 

Sir Cred. Well, well, ha' done — Take away theſe 
things here, and lee you get me my Gruel Nah. 


Prim. Ay, this Dr. Mummy and Mr. Galleypot divert 
themſelves finely, at the Expence of your Carcaſe. 


They have a rare Milch-Cow of (Jen; and I'd gladly 
know what Diſtemper you have, t 


be thus perpetually ſtuff 'd with Phyſick. 
Sir Cred. Peace, Ignorance, Tisn't for you to 


at your Maw muſt 


contradict the Preſcriptions of Art. Go, call „ 


my Daughter Belina here, I've ſomething to lay to 
her. 


Prim. She's here already, Sir, 


Enter Belina. 


Sir Cred. Come here, Belina, 1 Want to ſpeak with 
you. 


Velina. I wait your Pleaſure, Sir. 


Sir Cred. Why, I've a Piece of News to tel! you, ; k 


that perhaps you little expect, Girl. Here's a Match, 


you mult know, propos d to me for you —— You x 
{mile 


The Daifor the Diſeaſs. 7 


ſmile at but naming Matrimony —— Ah, Nature; Na- 
ture! By what J perceive then, Girl, 1 need not asK 

„ you if you are willing or not. 
* * Belina: I'm ready, Sir; to ſubmit to any thing chat 
vou ſhall, command mc. —— I find Beaumont has been 


with him. [ 4fide to Primroſe, 
Sir Cred. Im glad to find I've ſuch a dutiful Daugh- 
ter; for | haye reſolved on the ching, and given my 
Word far it. 
9 Prim. Ay, this is ſomething like now; 'tis the wiſeſt 
| 1 Action you ever did in your Life. 
Sir Cred. J have not ſeen the Gentleman yet, but 
I' 'm told that he'll be every way to the Satisfaction of 
5 us both. 
Beling. That, Sir, Tm certain of; for J have ſeen 
5 him already. 
e S Cad Seen him! why, I did not know he Was 
come to Town yet. 
ut  Belina. Since your Conſent, Sir, encourages me to 
es . diſcover my Inclinations, you muſt know that good 
"= Fortune hath lately brought us acquainted, and that 
ele the Propoſal which has been made to you, is the Ef- 
1 fect of that Efteem which at the firlt Interview we 
e. concciv'd for one another. 


Sir Cred. That's mare than I knew; but I'm glad 
x on't: ſo much the better that things go ſo ſmoothly, 
uſt — He's a ſtrapping jolly Youth, I'm told. i 
| Belina. He's well made, Sir. OO, 
Sir Cred. Agrecable in his Perſon. 
call | LBelina. Mott agreeable. 
1 Sir Cred. Well accompliſh'd. 
Beliua. In the higheſt Degree. 
Hir Cred. Um! Why, that's ſurpriſing in one that 
has been born and bred at the Land's End. 
with Delia. Born and bred at the Land's End, Sir! 
FSi Cred, Ay, fo Dr. Mummy tells me. 

Belina. Does Dr. Mummy know him, Sir? 
Hir Cred. A pretty Queſtion indeed! He may well 
4 know him, I think, when he's his Nephew. 

Won 1 Belina. Beaumont Dr. Mummy's Nephew! 
. B Sir Cred. 
mile + 


„De 'Muther-in-Law; or, 
- Cir Cred. Beaumont "Pm ralking Fe? rhe P e „ 
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Belina. Very well. 69 bot;od 1'- Ml * 
Sir Cred. And that's the Nephew of Dr. Mumm, 
.-— young Corniſh Squire; his Name is Looby, mor 
Beaumont. Dr. Mummy, Mr. Gallæypot, and myſelf, 
[| made up the Match; and this Afternoon he? expected 1 
Ell | in Town, when he will be introduced to me by his 
5 Uncle. -Hah! What's the matter? ere ou : 
ll are ſurpris'd! Ni n © 
1 Belina. Why, to ſay the Truth, Sir, you Buri all 2 
[WY this while been talking of one Perſon, and I of ano- 4 
[of he --- 4 
0 Prim. Sure, Sir, you have no fach tende oben» 1 
' tion. A Lady of her Education and F to be 
| Lied to a Corniſh Numps! 
li - Sir Cred. What Buſineſs have you to be meddling, 
I Impudence? 
1 Prim. Lard, Sir, don't fall immedixeely into your 
1 Invectives; can't we reaſon the Thing together with- 
if out being in a Paſſion? Let us talk about it in cool 
il! Blood. What Reaſon can you give for this N 
j rous Match, pray? 
Sir Cred. My Reafon's this; That finding my 
i elf infirm and ſickly, as Iam, I word gladly have ſo 
0 able a Phyſician as Dr. Mummy, related to me, that! 
| might have in my own Family ſome Aſſiſtance againſt 
5 my Maladies, and now and then make one at a Con- 
| ſultation my ſelf. | 
1 Prim. Very D Sir, tell me, are you up- 7 
5 on Honour really ſicx? *. 
| ll] Sir Cred. How Huſſy! am I a am I really ſick, 
* Impudence! 
1 Prim. Well, well, Sir, you are ſick then; we 
| won't quarrel about that. Yes, you are very ſick, and 
ll | more ſo than you think for, that's granted. Bur your 
1 Daughter is to marry for her ſelf, and ſhe not being 
i ſick, wants no Dr. Mummy for her Relation. 
14 Sir Cred. But Ido, Miſtreſs; are you anſwer'd now? 
Cl Pee, This Mr. Looby is Dr. Mummy's only 2 
i | h | who' 


— 
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of this Marriage, and Dr. Mummy has a good Five 

Thouſand a Year. | 

rim Mercy onus! what a world of People muſt he 

have kill'd to get ſuch an Eſtate ! | 

Hir Cred. Why, you horrible, impudent—hold your 

Peace. I'm reſolv'd on this Match, and — *© 
Belina. But, Sir, you won't ſurely 
. Prim. O! don't mind it, Madam; your Father is 

bu in jeſt. 
Sir Cred. I am not in jeſt, Minx; I am reſoly'd Ph 

on it. 

- Prim. O fy! don't talk ſo. 

Sir Cred. Not talk ſo! 

Prim. No. 

Sir Cred. Why ſo, Huſly 5 

Prim. They'll fy you 4375 t know what you talk. 


Sir Cred. They may ſay what they pleaſe, but I'll 
make her obey. 


Prim. You won't indeed. 

Sir Cred. Hey- day! this is pleaſant enough! I ſhan't 
diſpoſe of my own Daughter as pleaſe! 

Prim. No, I tell you. 

Sir Cred. Who ſhall hinder me, Huſſy? 

Prim. Your ſelf, Sir; you won't have the Heart to 
| 801 it, your fatherly Tenderneſs won't let you. 

Sir Cred. Don't let her depend upon that. 
Prim. Ah! dear Sir; *Tis but her ſhedding a 
few mollifying Tears, throwing her pretty Arms a- 
bout your Neck, a dear Papa, with a Sigh, a Sob, and 

a Kiſs — and the Buſineſs is done. 

Sir Cred. I tell you I'm not to be moy'd. 

Prim. Lack- a- day! don't I know you; you are na- 
turally good humour'd? 

Sir Cred. I'm not good- -bumour'd, I'm ill-humour'd 
when I have a mind to'r, and 

Prim. Softly, ſoftly, Sir; you are ſick, and ſhould 
not be in a Paſſion. 


Sir Cred. I command her abſolutely ro prepare to 
take the Husband I deſign for her. 


1 575 


Primi And Lc abſolitely-faxbid- ber to do auy ſuch N 


thing. ar 20 
Sir Cred. 3 you inſolent Baggige, Pl cane you 
iii | Running after ber; 9 
Prim. Tis my Duty to oppoſe a thing that mould 1 
make you ridiculous. [ Running. from him. W 
Sir Cred. Come hither, come hither ;. 11 reach you A 


to prate. 15 
¶Nunning round the Chair with his Cane in bin Raad. 

Prim. N o, ſhe ſhan't marry this Squire . 8 
ſhe was never made for a Corniſh Hug, 

Sir Cred. Belina, hold that Jade for me. 

Belina. Dear Sir, don't diſorder your ſelf, you'll. in in- 
creaſe your Illneſs. 

Sir Cred. If you don't hold her, I'll not give you 
my Bleſſing. 

Prim. And I'll diſinherit her, if ſhe 3 


| | Sir Cried. Oh Oh! I can hold no longer = © 4 
| [i ſhall faint, I ſhall die. 9 | 
0 Toe [ Throwing himſelf into his Raſy-Chair. 1 

| Enter Lady Hippiſh. 5 - 

I Ah! my Dear; come hither, come hither. 7 


Lady Hip. What alls my poor Dear? 
Sir Cred. Ah! my Love, come hither and help me. 


Lady Hip. What's the matter, my dear W 
Fir Cred. Love. 


Lady Hip. Well, my Love. 
Sir Cred. Oh! Oh! they have been teizing a poor 


[ | infirm and weakly Creature here, out of the ſmall by 
Wh! matter of Life and Spirits he has left. 5 


0 Lady Hip. Alis! my poor dear Chucky; and how 
i pray, my Dove? 

1 Sir Cred. Your Jade, ei. is grown more im 
pudent than ever. 


2 Hip. Don't put your ſelf into a Paſſion, my 2 


1 Sir Ceed. She has made me mad, my Dear. 5 
1 * 
Cl Lady Hip. Sofily, my Child, 2 


Sir Cred. 


= EY the Dan 
cr En She has daen contradidting me this Hour 


gabout things that 
ag Tudy Hip. 80, T6; ſoftly, fot tly. 
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Si Cred. And has had the Impudence to tell me tfat i 
I'm nor liek," when you know, my Heart, how it is 
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Lady Hip. Yes, my Heart, I know that you are ve- 
117 feeble and weak. 


Si Cred. That Jade will kill me; ſhe's the Cauſe of 
all the-Choler I breed; and I have defired, I know 


not how often, that ſhe might be turn'd away. 


Lady Hip. Alas! Child, there are no Servants bur 
have their Faults; we muſt endure their bad Qualities 
that we may have the Uſe of their good ones. 
Primroſe, come here; What's the Reaſon that you 
pur your Maſter in ſuch a Paſhon? 

Prim. | Madam! alas! I don't know what you 
meanz I'm fure 1 think of nothing but to * 
him. 

Sir Cred. Ay, my Dear, doſt thou believe her? 
She's a diſſembling Devil, ſhe has ſaid a thouſand in- 
ſolent things to me. 

Lady Hip. J believe you, my Soul; but compoſe 
your elt a little. Hark'e, Primroſe, if you ever pro- 


2 voke your Mafter thus again, I'll turn you out of 


Doors. Here, give me his Fur Gown and his Pil- 
lows, that I may ſer him eaſy in his Chair. You ſit I 
don't know how. Pull your N ightcap well over your 
Ears. There's nothing gives People cold fo much as 
letting the Wind in at their Ears. 
Sir Cred. Ay, my Love; I'm greatly oblig'd to you 
for the Care you take of me. 
Lady Hip. Raife your felf a little, that J may put 
this under you. —— ¶ Adjuſting the Pillows. 1 a 
me put one to ſupport you on this Side, and one on 
_Pother —— This behind your Back, and this 
to ſupport your Head. 
Prim. And this to comfort your Brains a little. 
 [Clapping, a Pillow Bard on bis Head. 


8 ir Cred. 
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| I bave; and that I may make ſome Requital for all this 


bout it, twould cut me to the Heart to mention any 


Tz: The Mother-in-Law; or, 


Sir Cred, Thou Fury! would ſt chou ſtifle me? 
[Setting up in a Paſſion,. throwing the: Pillows at 37 

her, and drives ber out of the Ro g. 

Lady Hip. Hold, hold, what's the Matter now . 

Sir Cred. Ay, my Love, you don't know the Ma- 
lice of that Wretch, ſhe has quite put me beſide my 
ſelf; and tis more than a Dozen Juleps can do to re- 
cover me. —— Oh! Oh! I'm FaInks: Ilie k Aan 
[Sinking in bis C hair. 
y #7 Hip. There, there, my Jewel, CIO your- 
ſelf a little. 9 
Sir Cred. My Sweeting, you are the only Comfort 1 


Goodneſs, I'm determin'd, my Heart, as I told you 
before, to make my Will. 

Lads Hip. O my Precious! let's not talk on't 2 in- 
treat you; I can't ſupport the Thoughts of it: the 


very Name of Will makes me leap for — Grief. 5 
Sir, Cred. I deſired you would "PERK ro your Attor- q 


ney about it. ar 
Lady Hip. Why — why — I car't ſpeak to him a- C 


ſuch thing. But — but you might have been diſpleas d 
perhaps, and diſcompos'd, if I had not in ſome way _ 
complied with your Requeſt; ſo ſo I have ſent 
for him; and then you may ſpeak to him your ſelf, 

my Joy — 0 here he comes. | 


Enter Cranny. 


Sir Cred. Come in, Mr. Cranny, come in. Take t! 
a Chair, if you pleaſe: My Wite has told me, Sir, 
that you are a very honeſt Man, and one of her parti- I 
cular Friends; and I have order'd her to ſpeak to you n 
abour making my Will. 7 

Lady Hip. Alas! my Love, when one's ſo fond of a 
Husband, as I am of my Jewel, one's but in a poor f 
Condition to think of ſuch things. 

Sir Cred. Be pleaſed, Sir, to inform me by what 
Method I may cut off my Children, and leave all to 
uy Wife. ———1I have been to Counſel about it, but 


they ——— | Crany. © 
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Craanny. The worſt Perſons you cbuld bave gone to: 
4 They ate generally mighty rigid in theſe Points, and are 


for keeping eloſe to the Letter of the Law. Your At- 


ve torneys are the only People to have recourſe to in ſuch 
la- Caſes. We are always provided with Expedients to 
pas gemly over the Law, and make that legal which 
is not juſt; we know how to ſmooth the Difficulties 
ol an Affair; and ſtudy the Law for no other purpoſe, 
ir. but to clude it. Without this, alas! where ſhould 
ur. ve be ?- If we were not to make uſe of a little Dex- 


terity now and then, our Profeſſion would not be worth 
rt a Groat. " } | i 
bis Sir Cred. Why truly, my- Wife told me, Sir, that 
ou A you was a very ingenious honeſt Man. ; 


Cranny. Ay, ay, Sir, lam acquainted with the Back- 
Door of the Law; I know the By-ways there are of 
he leading a Conſcience leave it to me, and I'll diſpoſe 
Matters for you, any way you'd have 'em. 2 
Ir _ Lady Hip. Alas! my Dear, don't torment your ſelf 
any more about it. If you ſhould be taken away, my 
a- Child, I'll no longer ſtay in the World. 2 
ny _ Sir. Cred. My poor Dear! i 
'd + Lady Hip. Lite will be nothing worth to me then. 
Sir Cred. My Soul! % dee wal 
Lady Hip. I'll follow thee to let thee ſee the Ten- 
derneſs 1 have for thee. [ MWiping her Eyes. 
Sir Cred. My Dove, thou breakeſt my Heart. 
Pr'ythee be comforted. | 
* Cranny, Theſe Tears are unſeaſonable, Madam; 
ke things are not yet come to that. : 
ry Sir Cred. All that grieves me if I die, my Joy, is that 
i- I never had a Child by thee — Dr. Mummy promis'd 
bu me that 1 ſhould have one. 
. Lady Hip. Oh! 
a Sir Cred. Come, Mr. Cranny, let us proceed to Bu- 
or ſineſs. But by way of Precaution, my Love, I'll 
put into your Hands Five Thouſand Guineas, and as 


it much more in Notes, which I have hid behind the 
ANainſcor, 


2 
* 
. 


* Lady Tip. 
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4 whim All the G0 


. beſeech you. 


now I think berter of it; the Match, will be very ad. 


Lady Hip. Oht: Oh 1. Tell have nbthing to de with ö 
in the World are nothing to ; 
me in compariſon of dhee, my Love. Ho- 
much didſt thou ſay there was hid behind the Wain- 7 
mw | Ter VOY 39 IS . # | 
Sir Cred. Five Thoufand eisen my Liſe. 4 & 
Lady Hip. Oh! don't talk to me about Money, I 1 
How much in . didſt _ ſay, . 


my Soul? 5 
Sir Cred. As much more, my Preckbis:. But : 

come, let us.go into my little Cloſet, and there we'll 

ſettle every thing. Come, my Love, pr ythee ſup⸗ 
art me. 1 


Lac 0 Come then, my poor little dear Child. Y 
8 LEueunt. FE 
© Re-enter Belina, follow'd by Primroſe. ; | 


Prim. ] tell you, Ell have nothing more to ſay to 
vyqu.— What, ftand.as if you had leſt your Tongue! 
and hear ſuch a fooliſh Propoſal, without making any 
Anſwer! Muſt I be, obliged to play your Part for 
you? _ 

„Belina. What could I have ſaid, Primroſe when 13 


found him ſo abſolute? 


rim. Said! That you was to marry for yeurſ:l,Þ 4- 
and: not for him; that you being principally concerned, 
your Inelinations ought to be prineipally. conſalted; 1 
and that if he was ſo fond of his Looby, he might 
marry! him himſelf. 

Belina. A Father has ſo much Power over one, chat 
J could not ſay a Word. 

Prim. Nay, you was in the right of it; 1 ſee y ou 
have a mind to be Mr. Lochy's, and why fhauld I op- 
poſe your Inclinations. I was much inthe wrong, . 


vantageous to be ſure. (Madam, Looby: 15; a gente jr 
Name, and the Land's End a. fine Place to live ab 8 


That's certain. > 
Belina. Pray, Primroſe, give over this Talk, nd III 1 N 
do whatever you'll have me. . 


n * 


| The Doctor the Diſeaſe. 15 
with Prim. No, a Daughter muſt obey: her Father; and 
g to indeed Lk now nothing you haue to complain of 1 vo 
Jow? be but teo happy Aich uch a Husband. 
ain- } Belina. Vou kill me, Primroſe; you ought rather to 
give me your Advice. 
Prim. Pm your Servant for bat — N 0, =_ the Af: 
y, I fair muſt goon. 
1 fay, Belina. Dear Girl! 
Prim. No. Loohy's Tour Man, and have. him you 

ſhall. 

OY Pray, Primroſe — Vou know 1 always « con- 
fided: in you. 

Prim. No, Faith, you ſhall be Belooby'd. 

Belina. Well, ſince I can't move you, henceforth 
leave me to my Deſpair; 1 ſhall find a Remedy againſt 

this Mateh. 
Prim. Why, What's your Deſign then? 
Ly ib Belina. To kill my felf, if J am forc'd to it. 
gue: Prim. The Remedy's certainly wonderful — Bleſs 
g 0% me! how I hate to hear People talk at · ſuch a rate! 
t for Belina. Take Pity on me then, Primroſe, and lend 
mee your helping Hand in the Affair. 
Prim. Well, I am a compaſſionate Fool, and can't 
forbear alſiſling you, I find that. But let me tell 
. | you, I fear there's another ſcurvy Buſineſs on the Car- 
d, pet; they are got rogether yonder, with-a' Rogue of 
4 an Attorney, and I heard em talk ſomething about a 
Will: Your Mother-in-Law is not idle, ſhe's cer- 
tainly putting your Father upon ſomething againſt 
your Intereſt. 

Belina. Let him diſpoſe of my Fortune, as he thinks 
e you proper, provided he'll leave my Heart at command. 
1 op- Thou ſeeſt, Primroſe, the violent Deſigns they have 
rang, againſt me, and if thou ſhould'ſt abandon me in this 
ry ad. Extremity — = 
enter * Prim. Abandon you! T1 die firſt, However, that 
we at I may be able to ſerve you the more effectually, I in- 
tend to change my Battery, diſguiſe my Affection for 


ad TI Grow and counterfeit a*Compliance with their Opi- 
nions. 


Prin " Belina. 


* 


16 The: Mither-m-Law; or, 


Beling. But be ſure you ſome way or other ſive | 
Beaumont Advice of this Match that's on foot. | 
Prim. I muſt employ your Uncle, Mr. Heartly, in | 
that Affair; he's a great Crony of your Galant's, and 
loves you as much as he hates my Lady. Our next 
Buſineſs muſt be to make your Father fall out with his 
Doctor, ſo as to break off this Treaty with his Ne- 
hew. | 
5 Belina. That, I doubt, Primroſe, will be too great 
a Difficulty for all thy Wit and Cunning to maſter. 
Prim. And what's as difficult as that, we muſt put 
him out of conceit with his Wife too, that ſhe mayn't 
be able to break oft our Treaty with Beaumont; and 
then — 
Belina. And what then? | 7 
Prim. Why then it ſhall have its nown dear Love 
ro it ſelf, Ha, ha, ha! — Well, ſure if People knew 
beforchand the Plague of being i in Love, they would 
be choked before they'd have any thing to do with it. 
Pray, Madam, is there moſt of the Sweet or the Bit- 
ter in that ſame Paſſion ? bt 
Beliza. Don't you remember, Primroſe, what our 
laſt new Song ſays on that Subject? : 
Prim. True — Come let's — it then to chear up + 
our Sptrits, and fit us for the crabbed Buſineſs we have 
to £0 thro?. | 1 
Belina. With all my Heart. 


4 DIALOGUE SONG. 

Belina. Tell me, Chloe, is Love Foy or Pain in the Breaſt? 
Prim. Nay, do you tell me, Phillis, for you can tell beſt. 
Belina. I have heard Cupid's Arrows dire Venom impart. 
Prim. And I, a ſweet Tranſport that thrills thro* the Heart. 
Belina. I hat way ſhall we take this Diſpute to decide? : 
Prim. What Clue in this Labyrinth chooſe for our Guide? 
"IE 5 Why, let's both love, my Dear, and we quickly ſoall. find, | 
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Da var the. Leaſe. 
ener lden 4948 Love's ſweet 
Prim. Bat Cin fd, ö ker hevrays.the Deceit, 
Belina. I the God to his Followers gives ſo much Pain, 
y are any ſuch Fools ns to ſuffer his Chain? 
Prime Bar i abe ſoft Congueſt yields nothing but Foy, — «+ .. 
Pe yebee iubo would reſiſt the dear amorous Boy? 
( (Ther let us 10 longer unwiſely decline 
1 Both. J gentle a Toke, and a Flame ſo divine: 
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A MAN, I find, can't lie under a greater Misfors 
41 rune, than having the Reputation of being a 
Wit or a Favourite; it makes him always ſurrounded 
with Fools and Scoundrels, and his Intereſt at Court 
3 gives him an Opportunity of doing every Body's Bu- 
2 fineſs but his own. This whole Morning, my dear 
2 Belina, have I been forc'd to throw away upon a Par- 
cel of impertinent Puppies; which ſhould have been 
2 employ'd in ſoliciting your Father's Conſent, —— But 
my Hart and Sword there. 


Enter a Servant. 


Serv. Sir, here's a Gentleman — Es 
Beau. S'death, Sir, I'm not at home —T'll ſee no 
2 body — _ 


Enter Poet. 


Poet. I beg pardon, Sir, for this Intruſion; this is 
not a proper Hour to wait on you I muſt confeſs, the 
Morning is the fitteſt Time to perform that Duty; bur, 
133 = 1 find, 
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1 find, Sir, 'tis not eaſy to come at you, unleſs by Sur-| 
priſe; for younre always either aſleep or abroad—ac leaſt 
your, peo le are pleas'd to tell me: ſo. 

1 Sir, have you any thing particular to i toll 
Piet. I came, Sir, to pay my Reſpects to you EW | 
Excuſe, Sir, the Boldneſs that inſpires me - it. 

Beau. Dear Sir, without any Ceremony be pleas' d to ? 
inform me what you would have with me, 
Poel. As the Rank, Wit, and Generoſity, When 155 
you are every where famous for ——-— a 
Beau. Ves, Iam very famous ſo let that paſs. 
Poet. Tis an extreme Pain, Sir, to a Man of Mo- 
delſty, to be obliged to put himſelf forward, and ac- 
quaint People what he is. One ought always to be A 
introduc'd to the Great by thoſe who could give ſome 
Account of one's Character and Talents, and make © 
one's little Merit ſeriouſly conſider'd: For my part, 
Sir, I ſhould have been glad if ſome Perſon of Taſte | p 
and Underſtanding had told you what I am. 4 
Beau. O Sir! that's viſible in your Dreſs and Beha- 2 
viour; you are a Poet I preſume, Sir. [43 
Poet. Yes, Sir, I am a Poet; but not a common 1 
Poet, let me tell you, Sir; l'm none of your Opera- 4A 
tical, Farcical, Sing-ſong Scriblers; none of your lir- | 
tle pitiful Rhymemongers, that peſter the Town with 
occaſional Poems, and live themſelves by writing 
Elegies on the Dead. No, Sir; I am, in the ge- 
nun, and ſublime Senſe of the Term, a Dramatick '7 
52 1 
Beau. Um — you are a Writer of Tragedy then. * 
Poet. True, Sir. — Yes, I wear the Buskip, and 
to ſome purpoſe, as you'll 6nd, it you'll permit me þ 
to read you à Portion of my Piece. Here's a Scene, 8. 
Sir, I'gad will make you melancholy for a Fort- 5 
night; my Grandmother has ciy'd at it many a time. 
Rex, I don't queſtion, Sir, but 'tis extremely tra- 3 
gical; however, you'll excuſe me at preſent, I'm a 4 
lictle in haſte, and — | 


4 


9 
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Sur- | 


fear Poet. But, Sir, as I was ſaying before, Sir —— you 
leaſt 7 : win 
ppeing a Perſon of Rank, Generoſity, and Intereſt in 


v 


” 
* 
3, 
S 


7 to the Brawing - Room, a few Tickets, Sir — a very few, 
- © Sir—lie in your Pocket, Sir. 
Beau. Enough, enougb, Sir; my Pockets won't 


hold ſo many. —— Very well, I ſhall take care — to 


return them clean as they came. _ [A4fae. 
Poet. (To Beaumont's Servant.] Sir, be pleas'd to ac- 
cept of a Ticket to ſee my Piece. [To Beaumont. ] In 
Hort, Sir, there's ſo much Traſh daily brought upon 
the Stage, that a good Thing is ſtifled, if not properly 
_ Jupporred; I hope therefore, dear Sir, you'll prevail 
dn your Friends to do my Piece Juſtice, Sir — and 
ſo, Sir, I'm your very humble obſequious Slave. 
A ſhall do you Juſtice, Sir, in my Dedication. 
Beau. No, no, Slife! hold, Sir, no Pedic? 5 
me, I charge you. | 
Pioet. O dear, Sir, that's your abundant Modeſty, 
cha- Sir, 1 : . 
Beau. No, faith, *tis my Pride, Sir; and therefore 


At the Peril of your Play don't think on't. 

er Poet. No, Sir! Why then let me ſee why 
| then, ſuppoſe I was to write a Copy of Commenda- 
17. 1.9 Verſes in your Name, and prefix to my Tra- 
Beau. Sdeath! that would be more Scandal than 
other. Look you, Sir, you ſhall make uſe of my 
I.ntereſt only on condition that you make no uſe of my 
1 Name, | 

Poet. Lack-a-day! Sir, you'd have no reaſon to re- 
7 Piece of permitting your Name to be prefix'd to my 
ene. Piece, it will be follow'd by the whole World, I at- 
a fare you, Sir; and I ſhall make at leaſt a Thouſand 


ort-⸗ 
Me. 


Wounds of irt. 

Beau, So much the better, Sir. But —— 
Poet. But Sir if you could lend me a couple of 
Pieces for the preſent — you may repay yourſelf, you 
Ano, Sir, out of my Tickets, 
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Beau. With all my Heart, Sir = — and. glad to 'L 
get rid of thee at ſo e 1 PD Aſide. N 
Poet. Sir, I'm your moſt obedient, moſt ſubmiſſive, þ 
and moſt devoted humble Servant. ©. Exit 

Beau. How ſupple this buskin'd Thunder-monger 1 


is; at another Time I ſhould have diverted myſelf 7 


Enter Heartly. e e ut 


Dear Hear tly! J am as glad to ſee thee, as to get rid tt 


of the Coxcomb that's juſt gone our. E 
Heart. To find you at home at this time o Day, s 
no ſmall Miracle, Ned; as 'tis no ſmall Happineſs to 
find you alone at any time. 1 
Beau. Faith, Sir, I'm very ſorry you do find me at 
home, tis much againſt either Inclination or Nl 
tion; but I have been hemm'd i in with ſuch Shoals of! I 
impertinent Raſcals 5 
Heart. Heark ye, Sir, don't you pretend to have r 
ſome Affection for my Niece? A 
Beau. Yes, Sir, and hadn't I been maliciouſly de- 46 
tain'd, I ſhould have proy'd it ſomething more than 2 & 
pretended Affection, by applying to your Brother for 1 
his Approbation. = 1 
Heart. Why then, Sir, I deſire that from this Mo- * 
ment you will look upon thoſe impertinent Raſcals, a'* 
you call 'em, to have been the belt Friends you ever 9 
met with. _ = 
Beau. Why ſo, pr'ythee? + 
. teart, Becauſe if you had gone to make the Prof * 
poſal you talk of, 0 I had fa i'd finding you fem 
Belina had been irrecoverably loft. - Bur there's n 
Time to be ſpent in talking: In fhort, s ir Cyedulou W 
has fix'd on a Husband for his Daughter, a id is deter, - 
min'd ro marry her this very Evening. 3 "A c for gt 
: Beau. Confuſion? ro whom? — This ar . 


2 To a Corn ly Sire; one Lay, a \ werd en 
Fool, with a very great Eſtate, Nephew to Doctot 
Munny his Phyſician, who has made up this Mazchy 9 


— 
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to t ſeems, and brought his Squire from the Lands End 
AHſide. 0 conſummate. | 

Beau. 'Slife, Heartly / what's to be done? Can't you 


Exif prevent, at leaſt defer this prepoſterous Buſineſs? Your 


) I 


SAT . ntereſt with your Brother- 

Heart. Will do nothing at all, I fear. A Man that's 
rode by his Doctor, mull go as he ſpurs. Beſides, 
he's naturally poſitive, and is ſo bent on this Project, 
that his Daughter oppoſing it in favour of you, was 


„ o 


Evening. 

Beau. This Squire Looby is in Town then? 
Heart. Juſt arrived. I luckily ſaw him as he enter'd 
the Inn, and gueſſing at him by his Equipage, had 
the omen to follow, and make a few Obſervations 
nten- on him as he was cating his Afternoon's Luncheon 
als of in the Kitchen. As for his Figure, you may have an 
Opportunity of ſeeing him in puris Naturalibusz and 


et rid the Cauſe of his reſolving to have it executed this 


ls; as Beau. Say'ſt thou So, Heartly ? | 
ever + Hart. If I have any Skill in Men. 
 &# Beau. Why, that's ſome Comfort. I'll warrant 


tthee we find ſome Trick or other to trap the Wood- 


Pro! Cock. e £ 
"here, . art. But you muſt be ſpeedy then, and ſet about 
9790 im before tis known that he's in Town. 


fen for me with your Brother, and to contrive ſome 
Kren A etre me ſee Belina, that we may conſult to- 
Eigency. 
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now to Action. Tha ; | 


hs 2 follew him and laugh at bim.] Hey-day ! what's 
here to do? What would they b at? A ory 
take the fooliſh Town, and all the Fools that live in't. 
Can't a Man walk the Street without having a Pack 


Heart. That Particular I muſt leave to her Maid 
Primroſe; 'tis a crafty Gipſy, and will be a uſeful "y 


| Mr ument in this Buſineſs. 


Beau. She ſhall not want Encouragement. - — But}. 


8.8 1 NE II. The Square. 
Enter Looby, and his Man. Joſeph. 
3550 Turning bimſelf back, as to ſome People whell 4 


of Simpletons ftaring and gigling at him? 

Fo. Why, what the Deauce can theſe Volk rind 1 
to Jaugh at now in my Mailter ? | 

_ Looby. True, 7o. | 
7 70, 1 here's noathing ridiculous zure in his Wor- 
'V | 
| Right —am I crooked? am 1 pump-buck di 4 
70%. P facks! you ha' need of better Monners here; , 
his Worſhip is hugely reſpected in the Weſt. F 
Looky. Why true, J; S'bud, we do em too much. 4 
Honour to come into their City. | 
Jo. My NMaiſter is not a Mon to be jok'd upon. 2 
Looby. No indeed, 5 
o. Odzooks! the next that ſhews his Tone ri 1 
fairly knock 'em down his Throat. —_—_ 

Looby. Well ſaid, Jo. pots 


Enter Beaumont and Heartly, behind. 


2 bs ws e 


; Blau This is our Chap then? | : 45 
Heart. The ſame. 4 
Beau. And a pretty Stick of Logwood | it top * 

Like” * - 1 
Heart. Go to work upon it theny whilſt I: prepare 4 

Matters a hittle at home. e Heart!) ? 


6 54 
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OY 


The Doctor the Diſeaſe 23 


Beau. Making up to Looby, and pretending to know 
bim .] Hah! who do 1 ſce? Squire Looby! Sir, I'm 


of your Appearance, Sir, ſo ſcurvily receiv'd; and I 
ask your Pardon in behalf of the Town. 

Looby. Sir, I'm your Servant. Mayhap then, 
Sir, you may be of Kin to my Lord-Mayor. 

Beau. Bleſs me, Sir! is't poſſible that you ſhould 


not know me? Can five or fix Years Ablence make 


„ who 1 you forget the beſt Friend to the Family of the 


Teabias? 
Looby. I beg Pardon, Sir. — $'bud! I don't know 
him. [ Afide. 


Beau. There's not a Looby in Cornwal but I know 
em, from the higheſt to the loweſt; I viſited no bo- 
Ady elſe ail the time I was at the Lands End, and had 
the Honour of ſeeing you, Sir, almoſt every Day. 

Looby. The Honour was mine, Sir. 

Beau. Can't you collect my Face? 

Looby. Oh! Oh! I don't know him, Jo. 

Aſide. 

HD Beau. Don't you remember I had the Pleaſure of 
drinking with you at our jolly e s at Penſanze? 
What was her Name? 
| Looby. Dame Blouze. 
Beau. Ay, ay, the ſame. 
half Seas over, I'faith. — Don't you remember me 


4 yer? 
* Looby. Yes, yes, I remember you now. The 
Duce take me if I do tho”. [ Aſide. 


Beau. My dear Friend, let us embrace then, and re- 
new the Ties of our former Friendſhip. 


Jo/. Odd, Maiſter, this Gentleman loves your Wore 


ſhip mightily. 


1 o Beau. Come, let us have ſome News of our Friends. 
G A] 9 How does the good Gentleman your ——he that 
gepare the honeſteſt Man in the World? 

eartly. ooby. My Brother the Counſellor you mean. 


HBeau. Ay, the ſame. 
Bea, Toby. Well and | lafty, as jolly and jocund as ever. 


your very humble Servant; Tm ſorry to ſee a Perſon 


Ah! we hum'd it off, 


a4 C4 Beau. 
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Beau. I'm ſincerely glad ol! IL And your Vnele, 0 
how does he do? 2 
Looby. Sir, I have no ele 1 have only an Aunt, 
Beau. Your Aunt, I mean — a good Woman as 
ever liv'd; fo pious and devour ! 
Looby. Ab! ſhe has been dead this long while; and 
my Couſin the Vicar has been nigh his Departure too, 
0 with a Brandy- Fever, as we call it. 
1 Beau. That's a Pity; he was a brave, Jolly - 
0 Looby. No, no, not jolly. 


1 Beau. Well made, I would ſay. S'life I have ſmok'd 
|! | | many a Score good Pipes with him. He was Vicar of 
| 0! »——— What d'ye call it a —a —— | 
bf Looby. St. Stephens. : 


Beau. Right, right, St. Stephens. 
| . Looby. He names all the whole Family, you find, Je. 
I! 7oſ. He knows your Worſhip better than you think 


for. 


Beau. Well, Sir, as 'tis plain we're old Acquain- 


tance, I hope you'll make my Houſe your Home, 
while you continue in Town. 


. Looby. Sir, I'm your Servant — but I —— 

Beau. Not a Word, I beſeech you; I inſiſt up- 
on it. 

Jo. Why, zince the nd 7cems ſo zet upon't, 
ecn vrankly accept of his Kindneſs, Maiſter. 1 

Beau. Where's your Baggage? I'll ſend my Ser- 
vants. Here Fohn! Richard ! Thomas /! *% 

Looby. No, no, I forewarn'd the Inn-keeper not to 
let them go till I call'd for 'em my ſelf, for fear of 
tome Roguery in this waundy Town, you know. 
i Beau. *I'was prudently caution'd. Well, Sir, 
Will. I iha!l only give a few neceſſary Orders, and chen ex- 15 
W pect you at that corner Houſe yonder. 51 


1 e ri 
6G 


7o/. We'll be wi'ye out o' Hond, Sir. 4 

1 . This is an Acquaintance | I did not dream 4 

1 of, 70 1 

1 Po. Why fecks, Maiſter, no more did not I, but 

bl A talks like a migh! y honeſt Gentlemon. 1 
8; ud Looby and Joſeph. 


Beau. 


cle, 4 | Beau. I'faith, Squire Looby, we ſhall ſhew you ſome- 
' . 2 thing of the Town very quickly —— we ſhall not be 
wanting in our Civilities to you. 


Enter Galleypot. 


Oh, Sir! I believe you are the Doctor I ſent to ſpeak 
with. Don't you live at yon corner Houſe? | 

: Gall. No, Sir, I have not the Honour to be a Doc- 
—— tor, Pm only his A pothecary; an unworthy . 
cary, at your Service, Sir. 


ok'd Beau. Isn't the Doctor at home then? 

arof Call. Yes, Sir, he's a little buſy at preſent, diſpatch- 
ing a few Patients, but will be ready to wait on you 
- inſtantaneouſly. 


Beau. I want to put a certain Relation of mine in- 

J. to his Hands, who labours under a mclancholy Indiſ- 
Ink poſition, which we would willingly have him cur'd of 
before he were married. 
ain- Gall. O' my Word, Sir, you could not have apply'd 
me, to a more able Phyſician; he's a Man that underſtands 
the Fundamentals of his Art, the whole Chriſtcroſs- 
Row of Phyſick — then he does every thing by 
Form and Method; he'd ſooner ler a Patient die than 
cure him with any 'other Medicine than the College 
preſcribes. 

Beau. That's very right; a Patient ſhould not de- 
fire to be cur'd, if 'tis not agreeable to the Callege. 

all. O Sir! there's a Pleaſure in being his Pa- 
tto tient, and I'd rather die of his Phyſick, than be cur'd 


r of of another's; for come what will, one's ſure that 


things have gone on methodically ; and that if you die 
Sir, under his Directions, your Heirs could not poſſibly 
ex- have any thing to find fault with. 
11 Beau. Why, that's a great Comfort to a dead Man. 
Gall. Then he's not a Man like ſome, who makes 
the moftrof Diſeaſes; he's expeditious, very expedi- 
tious; and if his Patients are to dic, 'tis over with 
them in a Trice. But, Sir, I hope you don't think 
that I ſay this our of any Principle of Intereſt; or that 
1 recommend him for a Doctor, becauſe he recom- 
mends 
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mends me for an Apothecary nut in he leaſt, upon 


my Credit, Sir; but if you pleaſe to ſtep to him, n 
you'll be better convinc'd. 


Beau. Sir, your Servant, I'll wait on you. 
| [Exeunt, 


8 © E N E III. 4 Room in the Doctor's Houſe. 


Enter Doctor Mummy, follow'd by a Countryman, and 
8 Countrywoman. 


Countmyman. Zir, my Father can hold it no longer, | 


bis Head rages at the moſt grievous rate! 

Mummy. "The Patient's a Fool; the Diſtemper, ac- 
\ cording to Galen, does not lie in bis Head, but in his 
Spleen 

Countroman. Howſomever that may be, Zir, I'm 
Zure 4 has a violent Purging upon him. 

Mummy. Good, that's a fon his Body's open. 
— I'll vifit him in two or three Days time, 
but if he ſhould die before, be ſure you {end me word 
of it, for 'tis not proper that a Phyſician ſhould viſit 
the Dead. [ Exit Countryman. 


County woman. What ſhall I do, Nlaiſter? my poor 


Husband grows worſe and worſe. 
Mummy. That's not my Fault, good Womap, I giv 


him Medicines, why won't he be cur'd? why won 4 


he be cur'd? How often has he been blooded ? 


night. 

Mummy. Fifteen times blooded within this Fort- 
night! 

Countrywoman. Yes. 

Mummy. And doesn't he mend! ? 

_ Countrywoman. No, Sir. We 

Mummy. Um — that's a f ign his Diftemper i is not in 
his Blood; we'll purge him as many times, to ſee if 


*tis not in his Humours; and at laſt, if nothing will 


do —— why, we'll ſend him to the Bath. 
[ Exit Countrywoman. 
Enter 


Countrywoman. Fifteen times, Zir, within this Fort- 
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Enter Beaumont aud Galleypot. 
Mummy. Mr. Galleypot, your Servant, —— Your 


Pleaſure, Sir? [To Beaumont. 


Beau. J have a Relation, Sir, a little diforder'd in 
Mind, whom I would be glad to lodge in your Houſe, 


that he might be the more conveniently cur'd, and 


with the greater Secrecy. 
Mummy. I ſhall take all the Care imaginable, Sir. 
Bean. I deſire above all that you'll not let him eſcape, 
for he'll often be endeavouring at it. 
Galley. Oh! you may truſt Dr. Mummy for chat, 
Sir; 'tisn't an eaſy matter to get out of his Hands. 
Beau. [| Aſide.] Dr. Mummy ! Pm thunderſtruck ! why 
this is his Uncle; here's a fine Trick of Fortune, truly 
— We are all blown up i'faith! — Pray, Sir, is your 
Name Mummy ? | | 
Mummy. Dr. Mummy, at your Service, Sir. 
Beau. And is not one Squire Looby of Penſanze, in the 


County of Cornwal, your Nephew? 


Mummy. He is, Sir, and I expect him in Town this 
very Evening, to conſummate a Match which I have 
concluded for him? 

Beau. So! Pray, Sir, what fort of a Gentle- 
man is he, for if I'm not deceiy'd, I had once ſome 
Acquaintance with him. 5 e 

Mummy. In bona fide, Sir, I can't tell you; I have 
not ſeen him this Fifteen Year, and then he was bur a 
mere Stripling. I don't in the leaſt expect to know 
him when 1 ſee him. EO 

Beau. So much the better, troth; it may do yet 
then, for a little while, [Aſide.— O! here comes 
the Gentleman I ſpoke to you of. But take care your 
Name is not mention'd before him, for if he knows 
you are a Phyſician, we ſhan't get him to ſtay. 


And another Caution I muſt give you, never to ask 


his Name neither, for it throws him into ſuch vio- 


lent Diforders, that he may do you ſome Miſchief. 


Mummy. 1 ſhill regularly obſerve all Precautions, 
Sir; and it fortunately falls out, that I have an ancient 
Rs Friend 


_ 
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28 The Mother- in-Law; or, 
Friend of the Faculty within, with whom I ſhall be 
glad to conſult on this Diſtemper, 


1 
*% © 


Enter Looby. 
Beau. My dear Friend, I'm glad you're come z here's 
a little Buſineſs fallen out, which obliges me to leave 
you for to-night; bur I have appointed this Perſon to 


| attend you, who has Orders to treat you in the beſt 


manner poſſible. 
Looby. This is his Steward, to be ſure; he's certain 


5 ly ſome Lord or other. 


Mummy. You may be aſſur'd, Sir, 1 ſhall treat the 
Gentlehili methodically, and with all the Nicety and 
Regularity of Art. | 

Looby. S'nigs, Sir! there's no Occafion for ſo much 
Ceremony. I hope, Sir, you'll uſe me with all Free- 
dom. 

Beau. I intend it, upon my Honour, Sir. — I beg 
you'll pardon my Incivility in leaving you; but Buſi- 
nels, Sir ——and fo your moſt obedient. 

[ Exit Beaumont. 

Tanks, You do me too much Honour, Sir. - 
Well, Mr. Steward, we'll take a Cruſt and a Bottle 
together, and then I'll &'en go look out my Uncle, 
and hear when this ſame Match is to be made up. 

Mummy. I am very much honour'd, Sir, in being 
made choice of to ſerve you. 

_ Looby. Your Servant, Sir. 

Mummy. Brother Diaſcordium, will you walk this 

way? * 


Enter 66 


Here” $A leb Brother of the Faculty, with whom 

1 ſhall conſult in what manner to treat you, Sir. 
Looby. No Ceremony, F 12 80 now. I'm 

one that am eaſily farisficd. bbs vs Sans 
oy Chairs here. Ho 10793 we on 


Looby. Fbeſe are forrowful kind X of Doticſtichs'for 
a young — . RT. = 
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The Doctor the Diſeaſe. 19 
Mummy. Come, Sir, take your Place, Sir. 
[The two Phyſicians fit down on each fide of Looby, 
and take hold of his Hands to feel bis Pulſe. 1 
Looby. Your very humble Servant. [Giving his and.! 
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W hat does this mean now? I ſuppoſe tis the Faſhion 1 
here. | | [ 4fide. þ 
Mummy. Do you eat well, Sir? i 
Looby. Yes, and drink better. 1 
Diaſ. So much the worſe; that great Appetition of 'k 
Frigid and Humid, is an Indication of Heat and Ari- on 
dity within. Do you ſleep. much? 1 


| Looby. Yes, when I have made a good Supper. 
Mummy. Do you dream? 
Looby. Sometimes. 


Diaſ. Of what Nature are thoſe Dreams? 


Looby. Of the Nature of all Dreams, I think = | 
S'bud! I'm in a Drcam now, by what I can find. 
— [ 4/ide. 
[All thro' this Scene Looby looks with Amazement 
W and Terror, firſt on one Doctor, then on tother.. 


Mummy. Is your Body open, Sir? 

Looby. Hoop, hoop! the Men are mad, I think — 
my Bady's empty, Sir, and I want alittle Victuals and 
Drink, with your Leave. 


Diaſ. A little Patience, Sir, we are going to reaſon 
upon your Caſe, and then 


Looby. Hoity, toity! there does not want much 
Reaſoning to eat a Bir. gn 
Mummy. As it fo is, that no Malady can be cur'd, 
unleſs we are acquainted with it; and as we cannot be 
acquainted with it without eſtabliſhing an Idea of it, 
by Symptoms Diagnoſtick and Prognoſtick; permit 
me, my ancient Friend and Brother, to obſerve, that 
Ls Patient here preſent is unfortunately affected, poſ- 
ſeſs'd, and oppreſs'd with that fort of Madneſs which 


we juſtly term Hypochondriack Melancholy; ſo call'd io 
not only, by the Latins, but alſo by the Greeks, which if 
is very neceſſary to be taken notice of in this Caſe. fl 
Loob. Sir! What! How! 1 | it 
ss r | 
| 


go The Mither-m-Law; or, 
Mummy. No Interruption, Sir, Icrave. Now 
the Cauſe of this Diſtemper lies chiefly in the Spleen, 
the Heat and Inflammation of which conveys to the 
Brain abundance of craſs and fuliginous EHuvia, whoſe 
black and malignant Vapours obſcurify, mudify, and 
ijnfeſt the Animal Spirits, and cauſe a Deprayation of 
the Functions of the cogitant Faculty. And for an 
inconteſtable Symptom that our Patient here is tainted 
with that Diſtemper, you may only obſerve that Sad- 
neſs of Countenance with which he beholds us; that 
Sorrowfulneſs of Face, accompanied with Fear and 
Diſtruſt; that hagged Phyſiognomy, and thoſe rolling 
Eyeballs: All this being premis'd, and taken for grant- 
ed, let us proceed to the Remedies neceſſary to Cu- 
— ä 
Looby. Where the murrain am I! and what the 
Plague are they going to do to me! 
Firſt of all 


Mummy. Good Sir, be ſilent. 
then, I'm of opinion that he ſhould be copiouſly Phle- 5 
botomis'd, eſpecially in the Jugular, where the Ori- ) þ 
fice ought to be ſufficiently large; in the next Place, 
ſome potent Catharticks may ſafely be adminiſter'd; 
and laſtly, an Emerick or two of the rougheſt kind 
may rationally take place — dixi— Brother. 3 
Diaſ. Heaven forbid, Brother, that I ſhould add any 
thing to what you have ſaid. The Arguments you 
have us'd are ſo weighty and learned, that 'tis impoſſi- 
ble but his Diſtemper muſt be what you have pro- 
nounced; or if it were not, it muſt neceſſarily become 
ſo for the Beauty and Juſtneſs of your Ratiocination. 
Nothing therefore remains to be done by me, but to 
compliment the Gentleman upon being ſo happy as to 
be cut of his Wits, that he may experience the Effi- 
cacy and Gentleneſs of your Medicine. 
Looby. Gentlemen, *cis an Hour ſince you began, 
and ſo long I have hearken'd to you; be p eas'd to ſa- 
tisfy me it you ben't acting a Comedy here? 


] "I # / f \ 


Mummy. Heaven forbid, Sir. —— No, no, we 


| 
y 
C 


fan of 00 


"are _ 
Phyſick a thing to be jeſted with. 
5 ” - Looby. 


— 
— 


The Doctor the Diſeaſe. 'Þ 

Looby. What the murrain d'ye mean by all this then? 
And what the Devil would you be at with your Ho- 
noſticks and Dognoſiicks ? tn e bg «1 
Mummy. Good. Injurious Language; this is a Symp- 
tom we wanted for a Confirmation of his Malady. 
This may turn to Phrenſy. 

| Looby. Who the Duce have they put me among 
here? | 
Diaſ. Another Diagnoſtick, frequent Soliloquy. 

Looby. No more of this — but let's be gone. 

Mummy. Another — Inquierude to change Place. 

Looby. In one Word, Friend, what's the Meaning 
of this Affair? What would you have of me? 

Mummy. We would make a Cure of you, as we were 
deſired to do. | 

Looby. Cure me! 

Diaſ. Ves. 3 

Loob. S'blood! I an't ſick. | 

Mummy. A bad Symptom —— A Patient not to be 
ſenſible of his Illneſs. Look ye, Sir, we know how 
ye are, better than you do your ſelf ; we are Phyſt= 
cians that can ſee clearly into your Conſtitution. | 

Looby. If you are Phyficians, avant! I abominate 
all Doctors and Apothecarics. "7 

Mummy. Um! — the Man's more mad than we 1mas 
gin'd. 

Looby. I never took ſo much as a ſingle Pill in my 
Life. My Father and Mother were o' the ſame 
Mind, and died both o'em without the Help of a 
Doctor. 

Mummy. I don't wonder then they got ſuch a Fool 
of a Son. | 

Looby. No, no, the Family of the Loobies had al- 
ways more Senſe than to deal in Drugs. 

Mummy. What do | hear! 

Diaſ. Brother Mumm), you have the Symptoms of 
Amazement upon you! 5 | 

Looby. Who! Brother Mummy / this is not my Un- 
cle, ſure! | 


Mummy. 
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ooby indeed. © 


Loo es, ye 
| 5 my. ef 4 FOE 
How did this come? How did this happen?..” / 


_ Looby. Why, it happen'd that that pretended Friend 


of mine, ha would needs ſcrape an Aequaintance- 
with me, is a little, naſty, raſcally Dog, and brought 


me here on purpoſe to abuſe me. =— But with your 
Leave, Uncle, I'd rather tell you the Story over a 
Bottle, for I'm plaguy thirſty with being ſo deviliſhly 
Sightned. .  _. | | 

Mummy. This is aſtoniſhing, Brother Dia/cordinume. 
It muſt certainly have been ſome Contrivance to balk 


* 


the Match I have concluded for the Squire, with my 


* 


Patient Sir Credulous Hippiſh's Daughter; but well 
probe it to the bottom. However, Nephew, forthe 
preſent, be pleas'd to walk in and take ſome Repaſt; 


you ſhall repoſe in my Houſe to- night, and early in 


the Morning I'll introduce you to your Miſtreſs, and 
| have the Nuptials ſolemniz d at once. © 

1 Looby. Ay, ay, Uncle, no Nuptials to-night, -T:beg 
of ye. I have more Stomach for Repaſt and Repoſe, 
as you call 'em. = 980 

Mummy. Tis prudently faid, Nephew. I'll wait 
on you, Brother Diaſcordium. e eee 
FF  [Exeunt Mummy and Looby. 
Diaſ. In Verity, I don't underſtand this Proceed- 
ing. It is by no means agreeable to Practice and 
Form, to let a Patient flip thro' one's Fingers at This 
rate. When once we get any one under our Regi- 
men, we never fail either to kill him or cure him. 


When Skill we want to conquer the Diſeaſe, 


We're ſure by Death to give the Patient Eaſe: 
| For Save, or Slay, this Privilege we klum, 


- 


Tho? Credit ſuffers, ſtill the Fee's the ſame, 


EIS Ia ths + 


| The End of the Second W.. 
ACT 


Nephew, I beg your Pardon, ſincerely, --- 


* 
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ern 


S C EN E, Part of the Square before 


Sir Credulous Hippiſh's Houſeé. 


B RE AUMONT and HEARTLY. 


Beau. AS ever ſo fair a Project ſo fooliſhly baf- 
fled? Had there been any Counterplot 
in the Caſe, or any Oppoſition on his Part, it would 
not have vex'd one ſo much; but when the Booby 
perfectly prevented us in our Deſign, and jump'd into 
the Net before *rwas well ſpread for him, then to 
have all blaſted by a ſcurvy Accident, to be outwitted 
by mere Chance, was inſupportable. 
Heart. Twas provoking enough. —— However, it 


did not prove altogether in vain, we have gain'd ano- 


ther Day by it, which we muſt take care to make 
uſe of. ; | | 
Beau. Truez but did not you give me Hopes, 
Heartly, that I ſhould ſee the dear Girl? Ee 
Heart. Yes, and there wants only a little of your own 


' Dexterity to bring it about immediately. 


Beau. How? which way? tell me quickly, dear 
Heartly. 


Heart. Why, my Brother, you muſt know, — 
no Male Creature to come on her, but ber Muſick- 


Maſter who teaches her to ſing, whom Primroſe. has 


prevail'd on to ſend you as his Deputy, under Pretence 


of being ill himſelf, She's now waiting for you in 
the Hall, in order to give you your proper Creden- 
tials; and then you have nothing more ro do than to 
be cautious how you play your Part, and to take care 


that your Paſſion docs not run away with your Rea- 


ſon. 
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34 The Maother-in-L.aw; ; Of, 
Beau, Dear Heartly, thou beſt of Dione, let me 
HENS thee for this Goodneſs, 
Heart. Nay, pr'ythee keep thy Raptures ſor hy 
Mittrefs, _ Have your Wirs about you a little at pre- 
ſent, and let's go in and ſet to Buſineſs. 
HBeau. With wi my Heart —— lead the way then. 


[LExaunt, 


6 CE N 2 H. Ir Credulous's Chamber. | 


Sir Cred. Dr. Mummy order'd me every Morning to 
take twelve Turns in my Cbamber; bur. I profels I 
forgot if I was to take em the long way, or the broad 
Way of the Room; that was forgetting a material 
Point. Um — Um — What ſhall I do in this 
doubrful Caſe? ——1 believe I had beſt ev'n keep to 
my Chair 'till farther Orders, for the Doctor is mighty 
rigid in theſe things; and if I ſhould rake but one 
Iurn more or leſs than he preſcrib'd, I ſhould be ſe- 
verely reprov'd —— A very punctual able honeſt Man 
in truth. I am mighty happy in a Phyſician, I muſt 


needs fay, and have one that knows how to Lek 
to a Hair. 


. Fa 


Prim. Sir, there is . 

Fir Cred. Speak ſoftly, you Slut, thou ſtun'ſt my 
very Brains; doſtn't conſider that ſick People are not 
to be bawl'd to at ſuch a rate? 

Prim. | came to tell you, Sir. 


Sir Cred. Speak ſoftly, I tell thee. 


e. Sir. ¶MVbiſpering wery low. 
Sir Cred. Hey! 5 
Prim. I came to tell you, Sir. A hiſpering. 


Sir Gred. Hey! Speak a ey oa | wa 
Prim. Here's one wants to (peas with . 
| Sir Cred. Let him come in, 


5 Enter Beaumont. ao. 
n Sole gk 5 


( 
j 


* 


Prim. Don't ſpeak ſo loud, you'll ſtun my Maſter's 
Brain, oY 

Beau. 'm glad, Sir, to find you out of Bed, and 
to ſee that you're ſo much better than you was. 

Prim. Better! 'tis falſe, my Maſter's always ill. 
Beau. | beg Pardon, I only judg'd from the, Gentle- 
man's Looks He looks very well. 

Prim. What do you mean with your Looks well? 


He looks very ill; he never was worſe in his Life I 
tell you. 


$5, Cred. She's in the right. 

Prim. He walks, fleeps, cats, and drinks indeed, 
like other Folks; but that does not hinder him from 
being very ill. 

Sir 2 She ſays true. 

Beau. I'm very forry for' t. I come, Sir, from 


the young Lady your ba er s Muſick-Maſter; he 


Was ſuddenly taken very ill, and has ſent me to prac- 
tiſe over ſome Leſſons with the Lady in his Ab- 
ſence. Dy 

Sir Cred. Very well. — Call Belina. 

Prim. I believe, Sir, twill be better to ſhew the 


5 Gentleman into her Chamber. 


Fir Cred. No, no, bid her come hither. 


Prim. He can't teach her as he ought to do unleſs 


they are alone. 
Sir Cred. Go call her hither, I tell thee. 
Prim. Why, Sir, you are not in a Condition to be 
diſturb'd at preſent. They'll only ftun your Brains. 
Sir Cred. No, no, I love Muſick, and I ſhall be 
boy to hear my Daughter ſing. — O, here ſhe comes! 
o you and ſee if my Lady's dreſt. Exit Prim, 


Enter Belina. 


Fir Cred. Come here, Child. Your Muſick- 


Maſter, it ſeems, is taken ill, and has fent this Gentlc- 
man to teach you in his ſtead. 

Belina. Tis he indeed. [Aſide.] — It the Gentle- 
man, Sir, will be fo kind as to ſhew me what he'd 
have me do, I'll —.— with his Inttructions as well 
as 1 can. D 2 Beau. 


The Doctor the Diſcaſe. | 3 5 


« 
Fe 
1 
9 
; 
x 
* 
1 
0 
1 
I 
71 
1 
* 1 
1 30 
L.-T 
32.4 
p 
 / 
24 
: 
7 Py 
AF 
* 
I 
* 
. 
24 
. 
. 
4 
dis 
5 : 
T5 
7 
1% 
5 £ 
F 
IF 
* 
FT 
: ow, 
42 7 
* A 
$'.4 
<5 
2 
* 
T4 
" 5 
© 
A 3 
"of : 
1 
+ 2 
+ HY 
SS 
cs 
N 
* 
be 
1 
1 
179 
* 44 
- 1 
of 
- 
1 
529 
37 
<. 
42 
= 
A —1 
- 
1 
2 * 
— 
„ 
bf 
= 8 
1 
1 
x 
* 
2 4 
& 
© 
"fs, 
[ 
: 


— PI Regs rs" 
— —U——6 - - - 


Advantage and I'll ſpare no pains i— 


| 
| 
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30 The Mothet<in-Eawo; or, ; 
Beau. Charming Creature f:C Afide row My good 


F tune would be extraordinary, Madam, if I could 
inform you of any thing that might be of the leaſt 


Sir Cred. Very well, Sir, but will you be pleas'd 


to let me hear my Daughter ing de 0 un 


Beau. I waited your Commande, Sir. I have juſt 


recollected the Scene of a little Opera, lately com- 
7 which the Lady and 1 will ſing together. — 


ere Madam's your Part. 
Belina. My Part, Sir? 


Beau. Pray make no Difficulty, Madam, bits permit 


me to inſtruct you in the Nature of the Scene we 
are going to ſing. I have a very indifferent Voice, 
bur twill be ſufficient if I can make my ſelf under- 
ſtood; Sir TON will have the Soda to pardon 
me 

Sir Cred Ay, ay; are the Verſes RinePo! 

Beau. Tis a little Extempore Opera; ſo that what 
you hear ſung will be a kind of numerous Proſe, ſuch 
as the Paſſion and Exigency the two Perſons were in, 
inſpir'd *em with off- hand. aid 

Sir Cred. Very well, begin then. 5 0 800 

Beau. The Subje& of the Scene is this. A 
young Shepherd being debar'd the Sight of the Fair 
he ador'd, by the Confinement ſhe was under from 
the Moroſeneft of a Father, the Violence of his Paſ- 
ſion made him ſpeedily reſolve. to apply for Conſent, 
which he obtain'd her Permiſſion to do; but at the 
ſame time is inform'd that another Match was con- 
cluded on for his Charmer, and all things prepar'd to 
celebrate the Ceremony; thus ſtung with . 
and Defpair, he reſolves on a Stratagem to introdu 
himſelf into the Houſe of his Shepherdeſs, that he 


might learn from her o- Mourh, her Sentiments, | 


and his Deſtiny. There he meets with Pfeparations 
for all that he fears Judge ycu, Sir, judge you, 
Madam, what a eruel Stroke this muſtibe to the Heart 


of our Shepherd. He caſts the moſt Janguiſhing 
W on the Beauty he W 285 till the Tranſport _ 
is 


— 
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1 Oh. / Silvia, %is too much to bears 
Brea cruel Silence, and reply; 
Nr Love, or your Diſdain declare; 

Say, muſt I live, or muſt I dis? 


* 


1888 


Belina. In this Extremity of Pain, 8 
5 When Looks apd $7gbs my Paſſion prove, 
To firive to hide it is but van, Nt 
Ah Thyrſis! need I ſay 1 love ? 


Beau. Ob! what tranſporting Wards I bear 
Once more, and all my Doubts remove : 
Ab Silvia, I but dreamt I fear. 


Belina. Zes, Thyrſis, I muſt own Þ love. 5 


WW 
o N ; ö 


4 


Hoa, A thouſand times thoſe Words repeat. 

Belina, Yes, Thyrſis, thee alone I love. ; 
Beau. Did ever Muſick ſound ſo ſweet!“ 1 
Again — 

Being: — Yes, Thyrſis, thee 7 love. 

20 

Belina. But, Shepherd, /ay, may ¶ believe 
Phat you will ne er my Heart deceive? 

Bean Mo, let Experience be the Teſt, . 

nes e Which loves the longeſt and ze ben. 


ith "AL 9 We eie may the — , 

395 Blaſt thoſe who firſt prove Joie fo Love 

3c 5 ine e | 
2 Sr Cred. Arid. what fays che Father to all chis?/; ier 
Bean Notting at all. babe] eid bas 
ir Ched. Why then, let me teil you, Sin; tlie Fa: 
chef wat Foollad bear with fycb Impertinence, and 


Sycaorhing. In ſhorr, your Play is of very ill Exams» 
— Shepherd Thzr/is is an impertinent Cox 
D 


comb, 


3 


| The | Doctor the Diſcaſe. 3 7 


his Paſfion makes him. break: ere * Conttnaint, and 
addreſs; ber in this manner. £5 29 lee * 
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& - The Mother =11+ Lau ; 


Lomb, and che Shepberdeſs -Sifuis u fuey Bt, do 


talk at that rate before her Father: Let me fee 
that Paper there? Heyday! where are the Words 


you have been ſinging all this time? Here's nothing 
bur Notes! 


Beau. Oh Sir! -— as for that — they — they have 
lately invented a way of writing down the Words in 
the Notes themſelves. 


. Sir: Cred. O! havethey ſo? Your Servant for that, 


Enter Primroſe. 


Prim. Vfaith, Sir, I'm o' your Side now, and re- 
nounce all that 1 faid Yeſterday. Here's Squire Looby 
come with his Uncle to make you a Viſit. Yowll 
have a charming Son-in-Law ! 'tis one of the gen- 
teeleſt wittieſt Mortals that ever was ſeen. He ſpoke 


but two Words, and they quite tranſported me. waa | 


Madam, you'll be in love with him ar once. 
Sir Cred. | To Beaumont, who is going. ] Won't you 
ſtay and ſee the Gentleman chat is ro marry my Do 
ter, Sir? He's the Nephew of my Phyfician, - and a 
very wealthy Gentleman of Cornwal. 

Beau. My Company, Sir, mayn't be ſo proper at 
preſentz io I'll wait in the Hall to give the young 
Lady another Leſſon when the Interview is over. 


| Exit Beaumont. 


Sir Cred. Your Servant, Sir —— — Q! here they | 


are. Come, put your ſelves in Order. 
Enter Dr. Mummy and Looby. 


Sir Cred. You'll excuſe me, Gentlemen, from. un- 


covering my Head; you know the + ara Sir, 
*s by your own Orders. 
Mum. We are in all our Viits to coalalt che Wel- 
fare of our Patients. — My Nephew and I, Sir, are 
come here to expreſs the Ecſtaly we ate in for the 
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Hir Cred. I receive the Honour you do me, Sir, 
with a great deal of Satisfaction; and nothing which 
a poor ſick Man can do to return the Obugation, 
ſhall be cver omitted. $55 (hy | | 

Mum. Come, Nephew, advance, and make your 
Compliments. - | 
- Logh. Muſt not I begin with the Father? 

Mum. Yes. | 

Loob. I wiſh I may remember all my Speeches. Ade. 
—— Sir, I falute, acknowledge, cheriſh, and revere 

ou as a ſecond Father; but a Second Father to whom 

may juſtly ſay, that I'm more indebted than to the 
firſt: 1 was his Son by Neccflity, but am yours by 
your own Frec-will. And as much ſuperior as rhe 

Faculties of the Mind are to thoſe of the Body, ſo 
much more valuable do I efteem this future Filia- 
tion; _ — 5 : 

5% 08 My Nephew, Sir Credulous, has been at Ox- 
ford. | | 
: s ics Ay, Heavens bleſs him! he talks as if he 
- Looby. I think that was pretty well done, now. 

Mum. Optime! to the Lady, to the Lady. 

'- Looby. Madam, tis with much Juſtice that Hea- 
__ has beſtow'd on you the Name of Mother: in- 

AW — 

Sir Cred. Hold, hold, Sir, that's not my Wife; ' tis 
my Daughter you are talking to. 

Looby. Say you ſo? Whcre's my Lady then? 

Sir Cred. She'll wait on you preſently, . 

Looby. Shall I ſtay *tiil ſhe come, Uncle? 

Mum. No, no, make your Compliments to the young 
Lady firſt. EN 

Looby. Madam, I fee] my ſelf animated and enli- 
ven'd by the Sunſhine of your Beauty. Permit me 
therefore, Madam, at the Altar of your Charms, to 
make an Offering of my Heart, which aſpires to no 
other Glory rhan that of being your moſt humble, 
moſt obedient, and moſt faithful Servant, Slave and 
Husband. | 


D 4 Sir Cred. 
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iss 
Belins. 1 ſay, Sir, that the Gentleman does Mira- 
"GD 8(.. ad of Fe x we 


is an Orator, and makes as handſom Preſents to me as 
he does Speeches to my Lady. He's a wonderful 
Galant, that's all. | 3 00 
Sir Cred. My Eaſy- Chair here, quickly and 
Chairs for the Company. —— Sit you there, Daugh- 
ter. You hear, Sir, how every body ' admires 
your Nephew. pro 
Mum. Sir, *tis not becauſe he's my Nephew, but L 
think I, may fay that I've Reaſon to be farisfied with 
him; and all that ſee him ſpeak of him as a Perſon 
that has no Unluckineſs in him. He never indeed had 
ſuch a Livelineſs of Imagination, or Readineſs of 
Wit, as may be obſerv'd in ſome People; for which 
Reaſon I would have had his Father made him o' the 
Faculty. When he was little, he never was what 
they call Roguiſh or Waggiſh, but was always cloſe, 
quiet, and taciturn, Twas with the utmoſt Diffi- 
culty they taught him to read, for he was nine Years 
old before he knew his Alphabet. Good, faid I to 
my ſelf, your Trees that grow the ſloweſt, bear the 
beſt Fruit; that Backwardneſs ro comprehend, that 
Heavineſs of Imagination, are ſure Preſages of a fu- 
ture good Judgment. He was then ſent to the Col- 
lege, fince which I have never ſeen him till laſt Night; 
but I find, to my Comfort, that he's turn'd out ac- 
cording to what he promis'd. £99 1-9 yd Ito! 


Prim. Ay, if he proves but as good 2 Lover as he 


Looby. Ves, Madam, for you muſt know I'm à Ju- 
ſtice of Peace in my own Counir x. 
Prim. That's charming indeed, Madam. Why, 
you haye met with a Benefit - Ticket here, truly —— 
What, to be the Juſtice's Lady, and be coarfi'9 down, 
to, bis Worſhip's Borough Town; Which Foul find 
molt fruitful in Aunts and Couſins. Then td be in- 
troduc'd into the Beau Monde, and vifit the Battiff's 
Lady and the Exciſeman's Wife, who will do you 
the 


— 
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the Honour of the Elbow-Chair, and Upper- end of 
the Table. - Then at Chriſtmas- time you'll have a 


Ball in his Worſhip's great free-ſtone Hall, accom- 


pany'd with a fine Concert of a Dulcimer, a Baſs-Viol, 


and two Pair of Bagpipes. 


- Looby. Ay, ay, ay, ay, ſhe'll want for no kind of 


Recreation for that matter, for we have the Players 


there too in the Summer-time, and the Merry-An- 


- Erews, and your Leatherdeman Folk. And — Whu! 


— 


leb us alone for jovial Doings, I warrant ye. 


Prim. That's pure, I'll wear. There's no with- 
ſtanding ſuch a Match, Madam. 8 

Sir Gred, But fee, here comes my Wife. 

Enter Lady Hippiſh. 


My Love, this is Dr. Mummy's Nephew. 
Looby. Madam, tis with great Juſtice that Heaven 


has beſtow'd on you the Name of Mother-in-Law, 
for by all Laws, both Divine and Human, you are— 


Lady Hip. You are welcome to Town, Sir, and 
I'm glad we have the Honour of ſeeing you here. 

Looby. Becauſe by all Laws, both Divine and Hu- 
man — both Divine and Human, you are — Madam, 


you interrupted me in the middle of my Speech, and 


made me quite forget what I had to ſay. 
Mummy. Reſerve it, Nephew, for another Opportu- 


nity. 


Sir Cred. J wiſh, my Life, you had been here juſt 


. nov. 


Prim. Ab, Madam! you don't know what you bave 


Joſt by not being here at the Second Father, the future 


Filiation, and the Offering up of the Heart. 


Sir Cred, Come, Belina, give the Gentleman your 


Hand, and plight your Troth to him. 


at ow — 


_ Belins. Sir! 


40 Sir Cred. 8ir!— W hat d'ye mean by that? 


in Belina. I beg, Sir, you. won't think qt” hurrying 


4 * 
1 5 


things at this rate, give us time at leaſt to know one 


another, and, ice if our | Inclinations are mutual or 
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Looby. Look'e, Madam, for my Part, I've no Oe- 


caſion for waiting any longer, I'm ready, ff you, are 
and fo let's fee your Hand. 


Belina. But I am not, Sir; your Meri x tho”. Wis 


very extraordinary, has not made ſufkcieat, Impreſſian 
on me yet. 

Looby. S'nigs! why ſo waundy coy now] 1 ide. 
Theſe Londoners have à power of Modeſty, I find 
that. 

Prim. Lack-a-day ! ! Madam, why ſhould you make ſo 
much Reſiſtance ? Sure, tis a "moll deſirable Alliance 
Law and Phyſick — Phyſick and Law — they are both 
ſuch honoyrable honeſt Profeſſions, that I don't know 
which ought to ſtand firtt. 

Lady Hip. Why, Miſs has fix'd her Inclination per- 
haps ſome where elſe, and modeſtly made a Choice for 
herſelf. 

Belina. If 1 had, Madam, it ſhould be ſuch a one 
as might be warranted both by Reaſon and Honour. 


here! 
Lady Hip. If I were in your Place, Child, I ſhould 


be apt to diſpute the Election with her cho „and ei- 


ther make her rake the Perſon I thought proper, or— 
I know what I'd do. 


Belina. Oh, Madam! I'm ſenſible of your Affection 


for me; but perhaps your kind Endeavours may nor be 
fortunate cnough to ſucceed. 

Lady Hip. Perhaps not, for ſuch prudent well-bred 
Daughters as you, Madam, whoſe Actions are all war- 
ranted by Reaſon and Honour, make a Jeſt of the O- 
bedience they owe to a Father, and ſcorn to take 
_ Counſel from any but their own Heart. 

Belina. The Duty of a Daughter is not unlimited, 
Madam, and neither Law nor Reaſon makes it extend 
to ſome Caſes. 

Lady Hip. That's to ſay, you are very willing. to be 
married, but you are not willing your Father ſhoald 


have any hand in the Match. — The young, Lady, 


you find, my Dear, has a mind to chooſe for her ſelf, 
| ſo 


Sir Cred. Hey-day! I make a very pleaſant Figure 
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ſo you muſt not preſume ro interpoſe; to ſay the 


Truth, you have no Occaſion, Mis is certainly come 


to Years of Diſcretion. 


- Belina. If my Father can't approve of the Perſon I 
like, I conjure him ar leaft not to force me to take one 
thar I never can like. 


this. 
Belina. Every one, Madam, has their End in mar- 
rying. As mine is to give my Heart where I give 
my Hand, I think there's great Precaution requir'd in 
the Choice. There are ſome who marry only to be 
free from their Parents Reſtraint; then there are o- 
thers, you know, Madam, who make Wedlock a 
Trade, who marry only to get good Jointures, and 
paſs without Scruple from Husband to Husband, with 


no other View but to bury them all, and make up a 


Fortune out of the Ruin of their Families z ſuch in- 
deed ſt and little on Ceremony, the Perſon of the Man 
is rhe leaſt thing they conſider, 


Lady Hip. Good lack! Miſs, why, you harangue 


finely to-day; bur I would willingly know, — 


what you mean by all this? 
Bielina. I, Madam! I mean what I ſay. 

Lady Hip. You are ſuch a Fool, Child, that poi 
tively There s no enduring of you. 
Jovely forward Girl, here, my Dear; ; nay, her Mo- 
deſty is remarkable every where; for when we were 


at the Play laſt, there was ſome beaſtly Speeches 
which 3 all the reſt of us cover our Faces, and ſto 


our Ears; but Miſs ſat as calm and barefac'd all the 


while, as if ſhe had been at a Sermon, and did not © 
much as bluſh at the abominable Leudneſs. 


Belina. You perhaps, Madam, are better skilld i in 


' Leudneſs than 1 am; for my Part, I ſaw none at all in 


it. I always conſider things on the Side they are ſhewn 
me, and never turn 'em to look for what's not fit to 
be (een. 


Lady Hip. but a Woman's Modeſty and Virtue — 


Belina. 


Fir Cred. Gentlemen, I beg your er for all 


You have a 


44 be Mother in- Lau; or, 
- Belina, A Woman's Modeſty and Virtua don't*he 
in Grimace, Madam; that affected Nicentls! whichvie 
ſo much ſhock'd'at the Shadow of things will vften 
bear with the Reality. Don't you remember) Ma- 
dam, that the very Footmen cry'd out, That your 
= were more chaſte than all the reſt of your Per- 
8 kr Hip. Your Inſolence is not to be equall'd, 
1 Hig 
Belina. J know, Madam, you want to provoke me 
to make you ſome impertinent Anſwer z but I tell you 
beforehand you ſhall not have that Advantage over 
Lady Hip. You don't know, my Dear, how filly 
you are. | 

Belina. No, no, Madam, 'tis to no purpoſe. 
Lady Hip. You have a ridiculous Pride, an imper- 
tinent Preſumption, which make you odious to every 
Creature, Ra. 
 Belina. That won't do; I'll be diſcreet in ſpite of 
you; and to deprive you of the Hopes of ſucceeding 
in your Dcſign, I'll inſtantly remove my ſelf out of 
your Sight — and fo, Madam, your moſt obedient. 

| [ Exit Belina, 
Sir Cred. Hark'e, Belina, there's no Medium in 


this; either reſolve within theſe fix Hours to marry 


9 or go ſeek your Fortune, which you 
p' Mum. Well, Sir, my Nephew and I will take leave 
of you for the preſent. e 21 
Sir Cred. Bur ſtay, Sir, and tell me a little how I 
am firſt. VER 5 * | | | | 10. 
Mum. [ Feeling his Pulſe.] Um — all is not right 
here, we are a little too much upon the Hurry ſtill. 

This capricious Pulſation ſhews the Machine to be 
much out of order, and indicates a Defect in the Pa- 
renchyma Splenicum; that's to ſay, the Spleen. 
Sir Cre. Ha! Dr. Opium was with me this Morn- 
ing, and told me my Diſtemper lay in my- Liver: 7; 
Mam. Ay, ay, when you ſay the Parenchyma, you 
| mean 
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mean both one and the other, becauſe. of the ſtrict 
Sympathy there is between em, by means of the Vas 
Brews he ordered you no zune to cat all. byour Meat 
roait 


iir 


8501018600 


ed. No! ! all boil'd.. 


thing — he order'd right. 
Sir Cred. Bur Sir, be pleas'd to tell me how many 
Grains of Salt I may put into an Egg. 


Mum. Six, eight, ten, by equal Numbers, as we 


preſcribe; 1 in Medicines by unequal Numbers. 

Sir Cred. Sir, your Servant. 
men, I ſhall expect you again in the Evening, when 
every thing ſhall be ready to ſolemnize the N op- 
tials. 

Mum. Vour Servant, ain 

Looby. Your Servant till then, Sir; your Servanc 
till then, ¶Exeuat Mummy and Looby. 

Sir Cred, My Life, what ails thee? Why doſt thou 
look lo concern'd, my Dear? I pr'ythee give _ 


no Uneaſineſs for the Behaviour of that Minx. I'II 


humble ner, I warrant thee. 

Lady Hip. Oh! my Dear, you little know what 
Anguith J feel. 

Sir Cred. Lack! lack! 


Lady Hip. To be accus'd of Ingratitude and want 


of Love for thee, my Soul —— Oh! — the bare 
Thought of it is Horror inconceivable. My Heart is 
ſo ſwol'n that I cannot ſpeak, and I believe *rwilt- kill 
me. | Cries aloud. 
Sir Cred. | Running towards the Door his Daughter 
dent out at.] Oh! Baggage, I would I had thee here, 
I'm ſorry | kept my Hands off the Gipſy, and did not 
break her Bones on the Spot. Home, my Chuck, 
dry thy Eyes, dryctbhy Eyes. Ods heart! I'm ready to 


wcep my elf to fee thee take on ſo. 1 have a good 


mind to turn the Slut cout of my Doors. 


Lady Hip. No, no, Sir ee tis 1 ha muſt 


put an End to theſe unbappy Diſſenſions. I fee what 
o Nenn 1 Uneaſineſs 


Mum. Ay, ay, roaſted, boil'd —— tis che ſame 


Well 3 Gentle- | 


1 
y 
| 
' 
i 


my Repuration 
of parting from thee roo: [ Cries. 


464 


Undafineſs I occaſion here, and at Gab bee s E Necef- 


fity for my leaving the Houſe; '' 
Sir Cred. How, my Life! What's that chow fay "bp 
Lady Hip. I'm envy'd and hated, and all Endeavours 
us'd, I fee, to make you ſufpe& me. 
Sir Cred. But you find, my Love, what heed I ww 
to "em: ©? 
Lady Hip. They'll not ſtop here, you may be ſure; ; 


and thole very Stories which you now reject, may one 


Day poſſibly meet with Credit; and then — Oh! 
Sir Cred. Never, my Soul, never. | 
Lady Hip. Ah! my Dear, a Daughter may eaſily 
miſlead her Father. We had better therefore part at 


once, my Soul, which will remove the Caule of theſe - 


Family Diſcords, and prevent any farther Aſſaults on 
and yet 'tis Death ro me to think 


Sir Cred. Oh dear! Oh dear! if thou talkeſt at this 
rate any longer, thou wilr break my Heart. Part from 


. thee! No; bur I'Il part from the Huſſy that's the 
Occaſion of this; and if ſhe makes the leaſt Difficulty to 


marry the Gentleman to-night, III ſend her into the 
Country to-morrow, and confine her there for Life. 
Lady Hip. Alas! my Heart, not on my Account; I 


forgive her every thing, bear her no Ill-will, nor lay 


any thing to her Charge ; I wiſh I could do her w 


euros with all my Soul. 


Sir Cred. Generous Creature 

Lady Hip. Bur to live with her after this, is what 
I can't - 
would immediately think on't; they'd ſay that I did it 
out of nothing but Policy; and, becauſe I knew 


my ſelf guilty, pretended a charitable on for my 
Accuſer. 


Sir Cred. No, no, my Life, ſhe ſhall be kepr at a 
diſtance, I promiſe thee. | 
Lady Hip. Well, my Dear, T muſt leave thee for 
the preſent, 1 have a little Buſineſs in the Ciry which 
muſt not be neglected; and I ſhall go by Mr. Cranny's, 
if you have any thing to ſay to him. 


Sir Cred: 


Heaven knows what the malicious World 


N 


 % «aa 


RT 


| / 
3 . = 

we Dodckor the Diſeuſe. Ay 
Fir Cred. Ves, my Heart, call on him then be ſure, 
and bid him make haſte with you know what, for [I'll 
ſign and ſeal this very Night. . 
Lady Hip. Alas! my Soul, all the Riches in the 
World have no Charms for me, unleſs I enjoy them 
with my Jewel; and if I do receive of you the Gift 
you defign me, tis only becauſe I'm afraid the E- 
ſtate will fall into Hands that will make an ill Uſe 
of it. 


Sir Cred. J know it, my Dear, I know it very well. 


[ Going out. 
Lady Hip. Stay, my Love, you forget you can't 
walk without your Cane. [ Going for his Cans, 


Sir Cred. That's true indeed, my Life. — This Wo- 
man loves me ſtrangely! 'tis incredible how much ſhe 
loves me! [ Exeunt. 


SCENE III. Belins's Chamber. 
Beaumont, Belina, and Agnes. 


Belina. For Heaven's ſake, let us take care we are 
not ſurpris'd; if we ſhould be ſeen together now, all 
would be ruin'd. — Dear Nagg), have an Eye, and tell 
us if you ſee any body. ON 

Agnes. Yes, Siſter, I have look'd in eyery Corner, 
there's not a Mouſe ſtirring. 

Beau. Dear Belina, how great is my Pleaſure! and 
what a Loſs am I at to expreſs my Affection! Whilſt 
I had nothing but the Language of Looks in my Pow- 
er, I thought I had a thouſand things to ſay; but now 
I've obtain'd the wiſh'd-for Liberty, Joy ſtifles my 
Words, and I'm ſilent. | 
Belina. But tell me, Beaumont, have you thought of 
any thing to favour our Deſigns? Shall we be able to 
ſet aſide this hateful Match? 

Agnes, Siſter, Siſter, here's my Mama! 
Selina. Undone! you that way, and I this, quick, 
GU. 

Agnes. No, no, ſt 


ay, ſhe's gone down another way. 
Belina. 


, | 8 14 IDES 
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Belina. I wiſh ſhe has not ſeen or overheard us: 
Beau. Yes, Belina, we have ſeveral Stratagems in 
hand, all ready to produce upon occaſion, which your 
Uncle and Primroſe have engag'd to execute: But, as 
in Comedies 'tis good to defer the Pleaſure of a 
Surpriſe, and not anticipate what will be afterwards 
ſcen, ſo yours be the Diverſion, without inquiring in- 
to the Springs we ſhall cauſe to play. | 


Enter Primroſe. 


; . 

Prim. Come, han't you done yet? 

Beau. But, dear Belina, ſuppoſe all our Endeavour 
ſhould fail? which Heaven forbid ! — 

Belina. What ſhall I ſay to you? 

Beau. What ſhall you ſay to me! 

Belina. Ay. 5 

Beau. What any one would ſay who really loves 
That in ſpite of all your Father's Power you'll reſolve 
to be mine. | 


Belina. Oh! Beaumont, tempt not my Duty with | 


the Propoſals of a terrible Extremity, which I hope 
we never ſhall come to; but this be aſſur'd of, That as 
I'll never be forc'd to give my Hand againſt my In- 
clinations, ſo I will never give it againſt the Obedience 
which is due to a Father. | 

Beau. How Belina / 

Belina. No, ſo well as I love Beaumont, I would not 
even for him throw off my Sex's Modeſty, and a 
Daughter's Duty. . 
Bes. Very well, Madam, I perceive what your 
Affektion is by your Reſolution. 

Belina. Why, what would you have me to do, 
Beaumont? 5 3 

Beau. Do, Madam! why 
by all means. | 

Zelina. You adviſe me to it? 

Beau. Yes, the Choice is glorious, I think. 

Beling. Very well, Sir, I'll follow your Advice. 

Beau. Very readily, I don't queſtion, Madam. 

Belina. As readily as you gave it, Sir. | 


accept of this Husband 


Beau. 


— 
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Beau. I gave it to pleaſe you Madam): : 
Belinal And to p 5 you' Trake"tr;” Sir. NY we 
n 88 whats will this come to * {ANIL 

Behn Is this your Love then, ems? 

© Belinda: Pray let us talk no more of thar; Se told 


wholſom Advice 49+ WE 2 G 


Belina Whit? © 


Beau. Don't excuſe, your ſelf, Madam, upon my In- 
tentions; that's only yeatchin at a frivolous Preten to 
authorize your ur nnn, 

Belina. 40 fen ſo, if! you Pleaſe,” «3 

Beau. 8 JET 150% I may. e bas - 

Belina. The Loſs is not great, you'll foon wks e your 
ſelf eaſy under it. 

3 If, I can, I will, you may be ſure. of it, Ma 

ang if J can't effect it, I'll at leaſt feign it; for- ”tis 


pardonable Baſeneſs to teſtify Love for one char 


e us. 
© Belina. The Sentiment is certainly noble * ſublime, 
and I. would have you follow it by all means. 
© Beau. I am ſufficiently inſulted, Madam, and will 
fe eontent you. (Long. 
Belina. Very well. * 
Beau. | Returning. Remember, es ver, t 
only. follow your own Example. nes 
Bene. My Example! Be it ſ 0 
© Beau. Eph; you ſhall be rege 1 „ ad. - 


Belmns. So much the better. B2V 


Beau. Returnin 8.1 Hey? ig 50 
, ae 4 7 


Beag, Did not you call ? WN — 
Bente II you P 8 Wy wa 5 
Beau. Well, I'll be gone then, —— Frewel, N 


dam. 3 
Being: Fitewel,” Sir. 3 25 els 4. 7 | 
*O! I 1. Conſtiende; e u are bot 
vin h 5 ply" a mind coffee how 
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me freely, that I ought to acerpt of che hin my Fa- 
ther prop d, and 1 declare F intend to lle w your 


pH 
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Belina. I wiſh ſhe has not ſeen or overheard us. 
Beau. Yes, Belina, we have ſeveral Stratagems in 
hand, all ready to produce upon occaſion, which your 
Vncle and Primroſe have engag'd to execute: But, as 
in Comedies \'tis good to defer the Pleaſure of a 
Surpriſe, and not anticipate what will be afterwards 
ſeen, ſo yours be the Diverſion, without inquiring in- 
to the Springs we ſhall cauſe to play. 


Enter Primroſe. 


Prim. Come, han't you done yet? 
| Beau. But, dear Belina, ſuppoſe all our Endeavours 
ſhould fail? which Heaven forbid ! — 

Belina. W har ſhall I fay to you? 

Beau. What ſhall you ſay to me! 

Belina. Ay. 

Beau. What any one would ſay who really loves — 
That in ſpite of all your Father's Power you'll reſolve 
to be mine. | 

Belina. Oh! Beaumont, tempt not my Duty with 
the Propoſals of a terrible Extremity, which I hope 
we never ſhall come to; but this be aſſur'd of, That as 
I'll never be forc'd to give my Hand againſt my In- 
clinations, ſo I will never give it againſt the Obedience 
which is due to a Father. 

Beau. How Belina / 

Belina. No, fo well as I love Beaumont, I would not 
even for him throw off my Sex's Modeſty, and a 
Daughter's Duty. ES 

Bean. Very well, Madam, I perceive what your 
Affection is by your Reſolution. 
| Belina. Why, what would you have me to do, 


Beaumont? 


Beau. Do, Madam! why accept of this Huiband 


by all means. - 

Belina. You adviſe me to it? 

Beau. Yes, the Choice is glorious, I think. 
Belina. Vety well, Sir, I'll follow your Advice. 
| Beau. Very readily, I don't queſtion, Madam. 

Belina. As readily as you gave it, Sir. 
| Beau. 


O1 


Beau. 1 gave it to pleaſe yaqu, Madam. 
Belina. And to pleaſe you I take it, Sir. 


Prim So! what will this come to? 
Bean. Is this your Love then, Belina? 

Belina. Pray let us talk no more of that; you told 
me freely, that I ought to accept of the Man my Fa- 
ther propos d, and 1 declare 1 intend o follow your 
wholſom Advice. 

Beau. Don't excuſe your ſelf, Madam, upon my In- 


tentions; that's only catching at a frivolous Pretence to 
authorize your Infidelity. 


Belina. V ou may think fo, if you pleaſe.” 
Beau. Ves, yes, I know I may. | 


6 - 
nov 


Belina. The Loſs is not great, you'll ſoon make your 


ſelf eaſy under it. 


Beau. If I can, I will, you may be ſure of i it, Ma- 
dam; if I can't effect it, I'll at leaſt feign it; for ' tis 
an unpardonable Baſeneſs to teſtify Love for one that 
abandons us. 

Belina. The Sentiment is certainly noble ind ſublime, 
and I would have you follow it by all means. 


Beau. I am ſufficiently infulted, Madam, and will 


immediately content you. [Evoing. 
Belina. Very well. 


Beau. | Returning.) Remember, We that 1 
only follow your own Example. 
_ © Belina. My Example! Be it fo. 


Beau. Enough; you ſhall be punctually obdy'd 85 


Kt LE. to r Door. 

Belina. So much the better. . 
Beau. [ Returning.) He)? e 
Belina. What? W ” A 
Beau. Did not you call me? rd 
Belna. 11 — you dream ſure e r 2 * 
Beau. Well, ri be gone then, — Puree, Ma- 

dam XZ Jana 2 
Belina. Farewel, Sir. 71 N om 


Prim. O' my Conſcience, you are both! fou ra- 
ving mad! I had only a mind to fee how fir it d 
go. — Hark'e, Sir, — Beaumont by th? — 

eau, 


AX 
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go The Mother-m-Law; or, 
Beau. What would you have, Primroſe ? 
Prim. Come hither. 
Beau. No, I'm refoly'd —— 
Prim. How! 
Belina. My Preſence drives him away, I'll leave the 
Place. 5 I«Coing. 
Prim. Where are you running? 
Leaving Beaumont, and running to Belina. 
Belina. Let me go. 
Prim. You muſt come back, I tell you. 
[ Bringing her back. 
Beau. The Sight of me, I find, diſturbs her; I had 


better make her eaſy. Going. 


Prim. ¶ Leaving Belina, and running again to Beau- 
mont.] Again! give over this Folly, and come here 


both of you. Are you mad to have this Quarrel, 
when you ought to be conſulting your mutual Safety? 


Beau. Did not you hear how ſhe talk'd to me? 
Prim. Are you turn'd Fool ? 

- Belina. Did not you ſee how he us'd me? 

Prim. Fools alike! She has no other Deſire than 


to keep herſelf for you. He loves you alone, and 


wiſhes only to be yours. — Come, give me both your 
Hands. om | i 


Beau. What does this ſignify? [Giving his Hand. 


Prim. Oh! — Come, yours. 

Belina. To what End is all this? [Giving her Hand. 
Prim. Come, come, quickly. — Vou both of you 
love more than you imagine. = 

Beau. Don't do things with Uneaſineſs. Look 
on me without Hatred, Madam. | Belina turns her 
Eyes on Beaumont, and ſmiles.) That Look has 


ftung me to the Soul! Oh, Belina, forgive the Raſh- 
neſs of my Paſſion; twas nothing but Exceſs of jea- 


lous Fondneſs. : 
Prim. Come, none of your filly Excuſes to waſte 


more time; *rwould be mighty proper you ſhould be 


ſeen together now. Go you immediately and in- 
form Mr. Heartiy of the Part he's to play. Get 
you into your Cloſer, and be ready to fall fick at a 

Moment's 


ꝗ(„—)—meꝛ—n(T— — — REI IS 
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Moment's Warning if it ſhould be neceſſary, whilſt I 

play the Duce and all below Stairs. 

Beau. Whatever may be the Conſequence, Belina, 

my greateſt Hope is in your Conſtancy. 
Prim. Lud! what filly Creatures Lovers are! I 

ſhall now have more Difficulty to part 'em, than I 

had juſt now to bring 'em together, — Go, I ſay. 
Belina. You may depend, Sir 1 
Prim. What a Clack yours is! —— Be gone, I 


ſay; this way, this way. [ Puſhes off Belina. 


Beau. Well, Primroſe, T don't know how we ſhall 
reward thee for this Induſtry. 

Prim. Oh, Sir! I defire no other Return but the 
Pleaſure I rake in doing it; Virtue, you know, is its 
__ own Reward. 


Beau. Ves, a Chambermaid's Virtue is moſt literal- 


ly ſo; for if ſhe can get nothing by keeping it, ſhe'll 

be ſure to part with it for ſomething. _ 
Prim. Ay, Mr. Beaumont, but the World's to blame 
in placing all Virtue in one fooliſh Thing. — Why, 
there's my Lady Hippiſh, now, is a perfect She-Devil 
in every thing elſe, bur {till ſhe's a Woman of Virtue. 
She robs her Husband, and ruins his Children; bur 
ſhe's a Woman of Virtue. — Defames her Friends, and 
pays her Servants no Wages z but becauſe ſhe has not 
Good-nature enough to give any Satisfaction to ano- 
ther, ſhe's a Woman of moſt ſtrict Virtue, forſooth. 
When ſuch an honeſt Gipſy as I, muſt be vilify'd and 
deſpis'd, only for having too much Humanity to ler a 
young Fellow die at one's Feet; well, 'tis not right, 
I fay; 'tis my Opinion  ” 


Who ſpares no Pains to ſuccour the Diſtreſt, 


That ſhe's with moſt heroick Virtue bleſt, . : 
Nor ſpares no Coſt to heal the Loyc-fick Breaſt. 


The End of the Third Act. 
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CE 6 ST E-NE 
8 CEN E, Sir Credulous Hippiſh's Howe. 


Sir Credulous in his Eaſy-Chair. 


FERCY on us! why does not this Mr. Galley- 
pot come? ¶ Looking on bis Watch.) Oh ſhame- 
ful! Here's a whole Morning has been thrown away, 
withour,fo.much as taking one ſingle Medicine. 
Theſe Apothecaries are bewitch'd ſure! *Tis a horri- 
ble thing a poor Creature muſt be left to die for want 
of a Bolus. — Oh here. — No, 'tis my Wife. — 
I thought, my Love, you had been gone into the 
City. ES ol 


Enter Lady Hippiſh. 


Lady Hip. 1 was prevented, my Life, by an Acci- 
dent, I thought it my Duty to inform you of be- 
fore I went. As I paſs'd by Belina's Chamber, juſt 
now, I ſaw a young Fellow in earneſt Conference 
with her. | 5 | 

Sir Cred. How! a young Fellow with my Daugh- 
"LET > | | 

Lady Hip. Yes. The Regard I have for you and 
your Family, my Dear, made me endeavour to learn 
what they were talking of, but I could hear nothing 
to the purpoſe —— only a few luſcious Expreſſions, 


and a Contrivance how to chear the old Gentleman, 


as they call'd him. TT, 
Sir Cred. Luſcious Expreſſions, d'ye ſay ? — The 
old Gentleman! What old Gentleman? Who? 
Lady Hip. I can't gueſs, Child: Not you, to be 
ſure, my Dear one ſhould think not. But your 
little 


| The Dodkor the Diſeaſe. 


little Daughter, Agnes, was with 'em, and can tell 
you all. 
Sir Cred. Send her to me here, my Love; ſend her 


3 


to me here. 
Lady Hip. J will. 


Good by t'ye, my Love, he 


a little while; I'll ſee thee again as ſoon as poſſible. 


Sir Cred. Goodby to thee, my Life. ¶ Exit Lady 
Hippiſh.] Ah, that impudent Minx, Belina / I don't 
wonder now at her Obſtinacy. 


Enter Agnes. 


Agnes. What would you have, Papa? My Mama 
told me that you wanted to ſpeak with me. 

Sir Cred. Yes, come here nearer — turn this 
way — look up — look upon me. 

Agnes. Well, Papa. 

Sir Cred. So! 

Agnes. W hat So, Papa? 

Sir Cred. Have you nothing to tell me? 

Agnes. Yes. I'll tell you the Story of the A's 
Skin, or the Fable of the Crow and the Fox. 

Sir Cred. That's not what I ask you. 

Agnes. What then? 

Sir Cred. Ah! you cunning Giply 
well enough what I mean. 

Aenes. Indeed, Papa, but I don't. 

Sir Cred. Is this the way of doing what you was bid? 
Did not I order you to come and tell me immediately | 
every thing that you ſaw? \ 

Agnes. Yes, Papa. 

Sir Cred. And have you done ſo, pray? 

Agnes. Yes, J am come to tell you cvery thing 1 
have ſeen. 

Sir Cred. Very well; and what have you ſeen to- | 
day then? | 

e Nothing, Papa, | 

Sir Cred. Nothing! | | 

Agnes, Nothing at all. 


you know 
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Sir Cred. O! I ſhall make you fee ſomething pre- 


ſently. (Shaking his Cane. 


Agnes. O dear, Papa! 
Sir Cred. You little Counterfeit, you did not tell 


me you ſaw a Man in your Sifter's Chamber. 


Agnes, Why, my Siſter forbad me, Papa; but I'll 


tell you every thing. 
„Sir Cred. Take care you tell me the Truth then 3 
for here's my little Finger that knows all, will tell me 


if you lye. 
Agnes. gots pray, Papa, don't let wy Siſter know 
We 1 rol Jen. 
* Cred. No, no. 
Jones.” hy "then, Papa, there came a Man into 


15 er's Chamber as I was there; I ask'd him 


af F N N and he told me that he was her 
Malick -Mafter. 


Sir Cred. Obo! the Matter's out now. This is the 
Operaripong fl pger, with his Shepherd and Shepherdeſs ! 
* | 


War then? 

Agnes. My Siſter came in after, and cry*d, Be gone, 
be gone; "for Heaven's ſake, be gone; I'm in Pain 
for youz and we ſhall certainly be catch'd. 

Sir Gred. What then? 

Agnes. Why, he would not be gone. 

Sir Cred. What did he ſay to her? 


J . Agnes. He ſaid I don't know how many things to 
cr. 


Sir Cred. Ay, but what? 
Agnes. He ſaid This, and That, and T'other; that 


he lov'd her mightily ; and that ſhe was the r 
Creature in the World. 


Sir Cred. And then? 
Agnes. Why, and then he fell upon his Knees to 


Sir Cred. And then? 


Agnes. Why, and then he kiſs'd her Hands. 
Sir Cred. And then? 


Agnes. Why, and then he ſwore to be true to her, 


and ihe ſwore to be true to him. | 


Sir Cred. 


“ 


11 
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Sir Cred. And then? 

Agnes. Why, and then they quarrell'd a little. 

Sir Cred. Quarell'd, did you fay ? 

Agnes. Yes, Papa. 
Sir Cred. Very well, I like that. And what then? 
Agnes. Why then they grew more loving than ever. 
Sir Cred. How! and what then, Huſſy? and What 


tubes? 


1 


Agnes. Why, and then — they parted. 
Sir Cred. And this is all? 
Agnes. Yes, indeed, and indeed, Papa. | 
Sir Cred. Ay, but my little Finger mutters 28 if 
there was ſomething elſe. Hold, ay, ay, io, ſo; 
ay, my little Finger tells me that you've feet me- 
thing you've not yet told me of. | 
[Putting bis Finger 7o Ear. 


Agnes. Ah, * your little Fi NT: is a 1 
teller. 


Sir Cred. Have a care what you lay. 


Agnes. Pray don't believe it, Papa, for it tells Fibs, 
upon my Word. 

Sir Cred. Very well, very well, we ſhall find that. 
Get you gone, and be ſure you take notice of 
every thing you ſee. 

Agnes, Ves, yes, Papa, I'll be ſure to mind what 
you ſay. [ Exit Agnes. 

Sir Cred. Lack-a- day how do theſe Buſineſſes diſ- 
tract me! I have not fo much as Leiſure to mind my 
* In truth, this is inſupportable. 


[ Sitting down in his Chair, 


Enter Heartly. 


Heart. Brother, how is it? How ws do? 
Sir Cred. Very ill, Brother, very ill. 

Heart. Very ill! 

Sir Cred. Yes, I'm fo very "OY you'd hardly 


think it; I have not Strength ſo much as to ſpeak. 


Heart. Good lack! that's hard indeed. — - I am 


come hither, Brother, to propoſe a Match for my 
Niece Belina. 


E 4 Sir Cred: 
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Sir Cred. ¶ Riſing out of his Chair in a Paſſi fron] Bro- 
ther, don't ſpeak to me of that Baggage; ſhe's a baſe 
impertinent, ſaucy Quean, and I'll make her know 
that Iam her Father. 

Heart. So, ſo, this is mighty well; I'm glad to find 
your Strength return a little, and chat my Viſit has 
done you ſo much good. But now, Brother, I de- 
ſire you'd inform me, for what Reaſon you would 
force your Daughter upon this Match, which — s ſo 
averſe to? 

Sir Cred. For what Reaſon, Brother, am 1 Ma- 


ſter of my own Family, but to do what I pleaſe 
W 


10 art. My Lady, I ſuppoſe, does not fail adviſing 


Jou to get rid of your Children at any rate. 


TOS Aru. Ah, there's the Thing. — My Lady, poor 
"Woman" fure to be brought on the Stage; tis ſhe 


that do&' te Miſchief, for certain; and all the 


World will Ee it ſo, I ſuppoſe. 
Hlkaurt. Nd, HN Brother, we'll leave her out of the 


Queſtion then. She's a good Woman, that has the 
beſt Intention in the World for your Family; is free 
from all manner of Self- Intereſt; has a marvellous 
Tenderneſs for you; and ſhews an inconceivable Af- 
fection to your Children, that's certain. We'll ſay 
no more therefore of her, bur return to your Daugh- 


ter. With what View would you marry her to this 
Nephew of Dr. Mammy's? 


Sir Cred. With a View of havine ſo skilful a Phy- 


ſician as Dr. Mummy, related to me. 


Heart, Is it poſſible you ſhould always be fo be- 


witch'd with your Doctors and®Apotkecaries, and 


reſolve to be fick, in ſpice of the World, and Nature 
it ſelf? | 


Sir Cred. What d'ye mean by that, Brother? I have 
been under the Doctor's Hands here, and taking Phy- 


ſick, for theſe Twenty Years, and yet I'm not ſick, 
I warrant. 


Heart. I mean, Brother, that 'tis a lai Sign 
you Love a ſtrong Conſtitution, when, with all the 
| Phyſick 


| 


| 


\ 


Cure. 
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Phyſick you have taken, you've not been able to de- 
ſtroy it. 

Sir Cred. But do you know, Brother, *tis that 
keeps me alive? Dr. Mummy has aſſur'd me that I 
ſhould abſolutely go off, if I were bur three Days from 
under his Hands; but this Dr. Mummy knows nothing, 
I ſuppoſe, in your Opinion. 

Heart. Oh! yes, he can talk good Latin; call all 


Diſtempers by their Names, in Greek; knows how ro 


define *em and diſtinguiſh * em. But how to cure 
'em, is what he doesn't know. 


Sir Cred. But, Sir, with Submiſſion; there are 


People as wiſe and clear-fighted as your Worſpip, 


that in caſe of Sickneſs have Recourſe, to hig for 


Heart. There are a great many Trades.” 1049 kno 100, 
that take Advantage of the Frailty of, nk} ugh 
get their Bread from the lucky Prepp ion of Er- 
ror. And as the greateſt Weaknels WE! ave, is the 
Fear of Deatb, upon That the Quack by ds his For- 
tune and Reputation. a 3 n on 

Sir Cred. Ves, Sir, but Dr. Mummy s no Quack; 
he's a regular Phyſician, and one that has not the lealt 
Artifice or Craft, but deals ſincerely and conſcientiouſ- 
ly by his Patients. 

Heart. Right; ſo far from meaning ill in what be 

preſcribes, that he diſpatches you out of pure Princi- 
ple and does no more in killing you, than what he 


has done by his Wife and Children, and what upon 


occaſion he would do by himſelf. 

Sir Cred. Hold, Brother, ſay no more againſt 
Dr. Mummy, 1 intrear you, for it raiſes my Choler, 
and will bring my Diſtemper upon me. 

Heart. I've done, Brother; and to change the Diſ 
courſe, I muſt tell you; that you ought not to take 


ſuch a barbarous Reſolution with regard ro your 
Daughter. 


/ 


Enter 
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Enter Galleypot, with a Bolus and Draught in 
ET | his Hand. 5 


Sir Cred. Hold, Brother, a little, with your Leave. 

Heart. What are you going to do? 

Sir Cred. To take this Bolus and Draught from 
Mr. Galleypot, I ſhall' have done it preſently. | 

Heart. You jeſt, ſure! Can't you be one Moment 
withour ſwallowing ſome Drug or other? Pur ir off 
till another time, and let Nature have a little Reſpite 
now. | 

Sir Cred. Well then, to-night, Mr. Galleppot, or to- 
morrow Morning. fo. | 

Galley. What Buſineſs have you, Sir, to oppoſe the 
Preſcriptions of the Faculty? The Phy ſick is pre- 
Kt and won't keep, Sir. — And fince you hinder 

is Worſhip from taking my Bolus, I'll come upon 
you, and you ſhall take it for him. | 

Heart. Be gone, Sir. — You are not us'd, I ſee, 
to talk to People's Faces. | 

Galley. Medicines = 
nor my Time to be loft. I came here by Dr. Mum- 
2:y's Order, and ſhall acquaint him how I have been 
hinder'd in the Performance of my Function. 

| [Exit Galleypot. 

Sir Cred. Brother, you'll be the Cauſe here of ſome 
Miſchief. ED | 8885 n 
Heart A great Miſchief indeed! ſpoiling a Bolus of 
Dr. Mummy's Preſcription. — Once more, Bro- 
ther, Is it impoſſible ro cure you of the Doctor, for 
that's your Diſeaſe, and nothing elſe? 

Sir Cred. Brother, you'll make me mad. — I wiſh 
you had my Diſtemper, and then we ſhould ſee if you 
would rattle at this rate, Hah! here comes 
Dr. Mummy, and Fury in his Face too; Heaven pre- 

ſerve us! | 


Enter Mummy and Primroſe, 


Mummy. Very fine! this. —— I have heard a very 
- pleaſant 


not to be jeſted with, Sir, 


q 5 


q J 


pleaſant Story from Mrs. Primroſe here; my Preſcrip- 
tions contemn'd, and my Medicines rejected. 
Stir Cred. Indeed, Sir, it was not 


Mummy. Sir, tis a very great Inſolence, a rank Re- 
bellion in a Patient againſt his Phyſician. 
Prim. Horrible ! 


Mummy. A Bolus that I took the pains to make up 
my ſelf! 


Sir Cred. Twas not me: 
Mummy. Invented and compos'd 9 — to the 


niceſt Rules of Art! 


Prim. Monſtrous! 


Mummy. And which was to have wrought At 

upon the Animal Spirits! „ 
Sir Cred. Twas my Brother — _ 1214 
Mummy. To ſend it back contumaciouſly., 3 
Sir Cred. Twas he —— mY 


Mummy. *Tis an enormous Inſult on the Faculty. 
Sir Cred. He was the Cauſe ——— 


Mummy. Such a Crime againſt the Profeſſion as can 
never be enough puniſhed. 

Prim. Right, Doctor. 
Mummy. I therefore declare, that from this time 
forth I break off all Correſpondence wal you. 

Sir Cred, *'T was my Brother 

Mummy. I'll have no Alliance with you. 

Prim. You'll ſerve him right, there, Doctor. 

Mummy. And to prevent any Relation between us, 


I thus deſtroy the Deed of Gift I made to my Ne- 


phew in favour of the Marriage. 


Prim. I'm glad o'that;z let him take it for his 
pains. 


Sir Cred. 'Tis my Brother has been the Occaſion of 


all this Miſchief; let it be brought again, and, to make 


you amends, P11 take double the Quantity. 


Mummy. I ſhould have fer you to rights in a very 
little time. 


Prim. He does not deſerye it. 


Mummy. I wanted bur a Score or wo of Medicines 
more, to have done your Buſineſs effectually. 


Prim. 
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Prim. He's unworthy of your Care. 

Mummy. But, ſince you refuſe to be cur'd by my 
Hands — 

Sir Cred. Ah! Brother, Brother! 
Mummy. Since you have withdrawn from me the 
Obedience a Patient owes his Phyſician — | 
Prim. That cries for Vengeance. 


Mummy. And have declar'd your ſelf rebellious to 


my Regimen and Preſcriptions ———— 
Sir Cred. Not at all, not at all. 
Mummy. 1 abandon you to your evil Conſtitution, 


to the Acidity of your Stomach, the Alkaleſcency of 


your Blood, the Acrimony of your Bile, and the Fe- 
culency of your I'Il-humours. 

Prim. Well ſaid! 

Mummy. And my Will is, That within theſe four 
Days you enter on an abſolurely incurable State. 

Sir Cred. Ah, Mercy! Mercy! : 

Mummy. That you fall immediately into a Dipp 
fa. 

Sir Cred. Good Doctor! 

Mummy. From a Diſpepſia a into an Apepfi a. 

Sir Cred. Doctor! 

Mummy. From an Apepſia, into a Lienteria. 

Sir Cred. Dr. Mummy. 

Mummy. From a Lienteria, into a Dyſenteria. 

Sir Cred. Spare me, good Doctor! 

Mummy. And from a Dyſenteria, into a Privation of 
Life, the Condition your Folly has broughr you in- 
to.— And ſo, Good by t'ye, Good by rye. 

[Exit Mummy. 

Sir Cred. O Heavens! I'm dead. — Brother, you 
have been the Ruin of me; I feel the Faculty taking 
Vengeance of me already. 

Heart. In good troth, Brother, you are out of your 
Senſes, and I would not for any thing you ſhould be 
ſeen in theſe Fits. Pr'ythee feel your own Pulſe a lit- 
tle, and don't give up your ſelf ro ſuch wild Chime- 
ras. Here's a lucky Opportunity now, of getting rid 
of your Doctors; 5 or, if you are born to 2 a Slave 
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to 'em, you may eaſily procure another, with whom 
you'll run leſs Hazard than with this. 


Enter Primroſe. 

Prim. Joy, Joy, Sir. 

Sir Cred. What now? 

Prim. Rejoice, Sir. 

Sir Cred. For what? 

Prim. Rejoice, I ſay. 

Sir Cred. Why, you impertinent Huſſy, won't you 
tell me for what, firſt? | 5 
Prim. No; l'Il have you rejoice beforehand; ſing 
and dance. 


| Sir Cred. Was there ever ſuch a Slut ? 


oo 


Prim. You are cur'd, Sir. 

Sir Cred. Cur'd! | 

Prim. Ay, there's a Doctor come to ſee you, that 
will cure you of all your Diſtempers at once. 

Sir Cred. Heaven forbid ! — Pr'ythee who is it? 
Prim. I don't know him; bur He and I are as like 
one another, as two Drops of Water, all but his 


Beard; and if I were not ſure that my Mother was an 
honeſt Woman, I ſhould ſwear, ſhe had play'd the 


Wag before ſhe married my Father. 
Sir Cred. Deſire him to walk up. | Exit Primroſe. 
Heart. This happens to your Wiſh one Doctor 

leaves you, and another immediately comes in his 

room. 9 
Sir Cred. Ay, but Doctor Mummy was perfectly 

well acquainted with my Conſtitution, and knew the 

way to deal with me exactly. — Oh! Oh! I feel at 

Heart all thoſe — I don't know what to call 'cm — 

thoſe ſtrange Diſtempers he threaten'd me with. 

Heart. One would think Dr. Mummy held in his 
Hands the Thread of your Life, and by a ſupreme 
Authority, could ſhorten or prolong it as he thoughr 
proper: Reflect a little, that the Principles of your 
Life are in your ſelf, and that Dr. Mummy's Anger is 
as incapable of killing you, as his Medicines are of 
keeping you alive. 


| S ir Cred N 
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Sir Cred. Oh lack! Oh lack! And pray, wiſe Sir, 
what would you, out of your profound Knowledge 


and Skill, adviſe one to do when one happens to 
fick, then? | 5 


Heart. Nothing. 

Sir Cred. Nothing! ä | 
Heart. No, nothing, but keep your felf quiet. Na- 
ture herſelf, if we'd let her alone, would gradually 
throw off the Load ſhe labours with. Tis our own 
Impatience ſpoils all; for when we have but juſt 
Strength enough to ſtruggle with our Diſtemper, we 
muſt take Loads of Drugs to burden us the more. Be- 
lieve me, Brother, it muſt be a wonderful robuſt Con- 


ſtitution that is able to bear both the Phyſick and the 
Diſeaſe. 


Sir Cred. Mighty well, Sir, with your Nature and 


2 But is not this Nature to be aſſiſted by Art, 
Pray * | 

Heart. Lud! Lud! Brother, how you are impos'd 
on! When a Phyſician talks to you of aſſiſting, re- 


lieving, and ſupporting Nature; when he talks of 


ſweetning the Blood, ſtrengthning the Nerves, and 
reſtoring the Lungs, tis nothing but a ſpecious way 
of prating, which gives you Words inſtead of Rea- 


ſons, and Promiſes inſtead of Effects: For when you 


come to make Trial, you find it a mere Dream, which 
leaves nothing but the Regret of having ever thought 
it real. 98 
Enter Primroſe, dreſs'd as a Phyſician. 


Prim. Sir, your Servant. 
Sir Cred. Your Servant, Sir. — By my Troth, 
Primroſe herſelf! | 255 
Heart. They are very like one another, indeed; but 
tis n't the firſt time we've ſeen ſuch ſort of things. 
Prim. I hope, Sir, you'll pardon my Curiolity in 
viſiting a Perſon of ſo famous an Indiſpoſition as your 
ſelf, and offering you my ſmall Services in relation to 


what Bleedings and Purgations you may have occa- 
ſion for. 


Sir Cred. 
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Sir Cred. Sir, your Servant. 

Prim. I obſerve, Sir, that you look very carneſtly 
at me, pray how old d'ye think I may be? 

Sir Cred. Old! why Thirty, belike. 

Prim. Ha, ha, ha! why, I'm above Fourſcore, 
Sir. | 

Sir Cred. Fourſcoree 

Prim. Ves; you ſee an Effect of the Secrets of 
my Art, that preſerve me thus lively and vigorous. 

Sir Cred. I profeſs, a jolly Youth, for one o' Four- 
ſcore, if he could but have hinder'd the Growth of 
his Beard, Brother. | 

Heart. O! by no means; a Phyſician's Skill lies 
chiefly in his Chin. | 

Prim. I am, Sir, an Itinerant Phyſician, who tra- 
vel from Town to Town, from Kingdom to King- 
dom, to find out Patients worthy of my Practice, and 
fit to exerciſe the great and noble Secrets of my Art 
upon. I ſcorn to amuſe my ſelf with the little Fry of 
common Diſtempers, the Trifles of Rheumaritms, 
Scurvies, Vapours, and Megrims. Give me your 
Diſeaſes of Importance, good Purple-Fevers, good 
Plagues, good confirm'd Dropſies, good Pleurifies, 
with Inflammation of the Lungs. Theſe are whar 
pleaſe me; theſe are what I triumph over; and I wiſh 
with all my Hearr, Sir, that you had a Complication 
of *cm all upon you at once; that you were given o- 
ver by all the Phyſicians, and at the very Point of 
Death, that I might demonſtrate to you the Excel- 
lency of my Medicines, and the Deſire I have to do 
you Service. | | 

Sir Cred. T am very much obliged to you, Sir, for 
your kind Wiſhes. | 5 

Prim. Let me feel your Pulſe. — Come, beat 
as you ſhould do. —— Hey! this Pulſe plays the Fool. 
Ae don't know me yet, I find. Who is your Phy- 
ſician? 

Sir Cred. Dr. Mummy. 

Prim. Dr. Mummy! Who is he? I have not his 
Name 
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Name in my Lift of eminent Phyſicians. Ly does 
he ſay your Diſtemper lies? | 
Sir Cred. He ſays in the Spleen; others in the 
Liver. 
Prim. They are all of em Inoramus 5 I ſay, that 
it lies in your Lungs. 
Sir Cred. In my Lungs ! 
Prim. Yes; where's'your Pain? 
Sir Cred. 1 have every now and then a Pain in my 
Head. 
Prim. The Lungs exactly. | 
Sir Cred. Sometimes a Miſt before my Eyes. 
Prim. The Lungs. 
Sir Cred. Sometimes a violent Palpitation of the 
Heart. 
Prim. The Lungs. 
Sir Cred. At other times I am \ taken with a violent 
Pain in my Belly, as if it was the Colick. 
Prim. The Lungs 8 Ton have a add. Appe- 
tite to what you eat? 
ta, Sir. 34 Rnd 
Prim. The Lungs. . You love to drink a Glaſs of 
Wine? l : 
Sir Cred. Les. Bo 5 
Prim. That's the Lungs. You take a comfortable 
Nap after Dinner. 
Sir Cred. True, Sir, | 
Prim. The Lungs, the Lungs, I tell ye. What 
does your Phyſician order you to cat ? 
Sir Cred. He orders me Broth. 
Prim. Ignorant! 
Sir Cred. Chicken. 
Prim. Ignorant! 
Sir Cred. New-laid Eggs. 
Prim. Ignorant! 
Sir Cred. And above all, to drink a good deal of 
Water in my Wine. 
Prim. Inorantus, Inoranta, Ignorantum {ins You 
' mult drink good, unmix'd, Spaniſa Wine, to thicken 
| your 
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your Blood, which is too thin. You muſt eat 
ood fat Beef, good fat Bacon, good Dutch Cheeſe, 
Rice-Gruel, and Craw-fiih Soup, to corroborate and 
conglutinate. Your Dr. Mummy is an Aſs, and 
knows nothing of his Buſineſs; I'll ſend you a Phy- 
| fician of my own bringing up, and will viſit you 
ſometimes my ſelf, whiltt I ſtay in the Town. | 
| Sir Cred. Sir, you'll oblige me extremely. 
Prim. What the Duce d'ye do with this Arm? 
Sir Cred. Do with it? 3 
Prim. Cut me off this Arm immediately. 
Sir Cred. Why lo, pray? | 
Prim. Don't yow ſee that it draws all the Nouriſh- 
ment to it ſelf, and hinders the other from thriy- 
ing? 5 
Sir Cred. Ay, but I've occaſion for my Arm. 
Prim. Here's an Eye too, which I'd have inſtantly 
luck'd out, were I in your Place. | 
| Sir Cred. Pluck out my Eye! ET | 
Prim. Don't you perccive it injures the other, and 
_ occaſions thoſe Miſts you complain'd of but now? 
Be guided by me, and have it taken away directly; 
you'll ſee the better with your Left. | 
Sir Cred. There's no haſte for that, Sir; 'tis as well 
let alone. „„ 
Prim. But hark'e, Sir, is there not a certain Gen- 
tleman, one Squire Looby, that is to marry your 
Daughter? 1 
Sir Cred. Ves, Sir, he is juſt arriv'd from Cornwal 
for that Purpoſe. 
Prim. The ſame. —— *T was there he was conſti- 
tuted and inducted my Patient, but tclonioufly with- 
pg bimſelf from the Remedies I had prepar'd for 
im. 
Heart. Why, ay, Doctor, your Pbyſick is Money 
at any time; ſo that he has actually ftole your Caſh, 
Prim. Pardon me; I don't intend to loſe him ſo 
neither; he's tied and bound my Patient, and I'll have 
him ſeiz'd wherever I find him, and either cure him, 


or be the Death of him. 3 
F Sir Cred. 


no Hurry for the Match. 
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Sir Cred. Has he any Diſtemper on him, then? 
Prim. Ves. : 
Sir Cred. What Diſtemper, pray? 


Prim. No matter: Phyſicians are oblig'd to Secre- 
055 Tis enough that I injoin you not to celebrate 
the 


Nuprials, without my Conſent, under pain of in- 
curring the Reſentment of the Faculty, and bringing 
the worſt of Maladies into your Family. 

Sir Cred. Nay, if it be ſo with him, I ſhall be in 


Prim. Be {ure you don't. He may run away 


as much as he pleaſes; but I'll get a Decree againſt 


him, and force him to be cur'd; yes, tho' there were 
a Complication of Diſtempers, thirteen to the Do- 
zen: His Body is mortgag'd to my Conduct; and it 
ſhall never be faid, that a Patient got the better of 
his Doctor. 


Sir Cred. Vou have my Conſent, Sir, to phyſick 


him your Belly- full. 


Prim. Fare wel, Sir. I am ſorry J muſt leave you 
ſo ſoon, but l'm oblig'd to be at a great Conſultation 
to-day, upon a Perſon that dy'd Fel 

Sir Cred. A Perſon that dy'd Yeſterday ! 

Prim. Ves; to conſider what ought to have been 


Sir. 3 
Sir Cred. Sir, your Servant. — Sick People, you 
know, are excus'd from Ceremony, | Exit Primroſe. 


Heart. This is a thorough Doctor now, and talks 


like himſelf. | 
Str Cred. Yes, but he goes a little too faſt, tho. 
Heart. Oh! that's the way of all your eminent Phy- 
ſiclans. - 
Sir Cred. To cut off an Arm, and pluck out an 


Eye, in order to make the other better! I'd rather 


't was not quite ſo well. A pleaſant Operation truly, 
to make me at once both blind and lame. But 
you'll excuſe me, Brother, if I go to my Couch and 


take a Nap, for I'm fo fatigu'd with theſe Affairs. 


If you 22 mind to ſit by me a Quarter of an Hour, 


you'll 


done to have kept him alive — and ſo your Servant, 


re 
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Foͤu'll meet with ſome very good Books in my Study: 

There's a Treatiſe upon the Virtues of Water-Gruel; 
anther againſt eating Fiſh or Fleſh; and another to 

prove, that we ought to eat —_— | 
Heart, Very well, ll attend you, Brother. , 

[_ Exeunt Sir Cred, and Heart: 


Enter Primroſe, as having juft thrown off her Doctor's 
- Dreſs,” and pulling off her Beard. 


Prim. So far, ſo good: I have look'd out fharp to 
all things yet; the Doctor's Buſineſs is done, I believe; 
and now I'll ſo fatigue our Country Squire, that he 
ſhall make more haſte back again than ever he did to 
come. O! here's my Chap, dreſs'd Bridegroom-like. 
Enter Looby. 

Looby. Mrs. Primroſe, your Seryant. 

JJ m_ Toon 
Looby. You ſeem, Mrs. Primroſe, to look at my 
Clothes. I was deſirous to put my ſelf into the Court 
Faſhion, for the Credit o' my Country. | 
. Prim. O' my Word, Sir, you make another-guiſe 
Figure than any of our Courtiers  . _ 
Looby. Ay, why ſo my Tailor told me. The Suit 
is rich, and proper for him that wears it, and will 
make no ſmall Show and Noiſe here; Hey ? —— Bur, 
pray) can you bring one to the Speech of your La- 
d 


pin. . 
Looby. Is ſhe gone out, then? 
Prim. No. 
Lobby. Buſy, belike? 
Prim, No. 5 TD s, 
Looby. In Company, may be? 
s., 4 RE EO 1 
Looby. Um, um, that's ſtrange andeed!  _, 
Prim. Why, look ye, Sir, my Lady is often abroad 
and at home, at the ſame time; engag'd, and yet do- 
ing nothing; in — and yet no Body wb, 
CIT | 2 | er: 
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her: In a Word, my Lady's an Oracle, and I am her 
Prieſt. 


Looby. Then you muſt be brib'd, ft det. Aſide.] 
Give me your Hand, Mrs. Primroſe ; let you 


and I ſhake Hands a little, and then, belike, we ſhall 


be better acquainted. 
Taking ber Hand, and putting a Purſe in it. 

Prim. Pſha! be quiet. Why, what a Fool 'tis! 
J Afde; ſeeing the Money] 
Man has more Wit than I thought he had. 

Looby. When I'm marry'd to your Lady, Mrs. Prim- 
roſe, you ſhall have an excellent Place on't. 

Prim. You marry my Lady, Sir? 


Looby. Why ay, Pm come on purpoſe to marry her, 


now. 

Prim. To 

Looby. Yes. 

Prim. In Marriage, ſay ye? 

Looby. Yes, to be ſure; how elſe can it be? 

Prim. Um — Fm ſorry for it. 

Looby. Sorry for it! 

Prim. Ay, I was thinking - 
I beg your Pardcn. 

Looby, What d'ye mean by that? 

Prim. Nothing, nothing. 

Looby. But, pray now 

Prim. N othing, I tell you; i poke too haſtily. 

Looby. Nay, but I muſt know what's at t the 3 
of all this. 

Prim. No, no, tisn't at all neceſſary you ſhould. 

Looby. Ods my Heart! but it is tho”. 

Pri. Well, if it is, you muſt excuſe me there. 

Looby. By what you ſaid o' me, this Morning, 
Mrs. Primroſe, I took you for my Friend. 

Prim. Ay, marry, no body can be more ſo; from 
the Moment I ſaw you, I felt an Inclination for you; 
I ſaw ſomething of Ingenuity | 

Looby. Your Servant. 

Prim. Something lovely 


Looby. Oh, Mrs. Prinroſe 


to marry her? 


but 'tis no matter, 


Prim. 


* 


Um, no, Troth, the ; 
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Prim. So majeſtick — 

Looby. Ay, ſomething manly, as one may ſay. 

Prim. So cordial — | 

Looby. Ah, ſweet Mrs. Primroſe / 


Prim. This is all true. — But here is a Thing that 


one's Neighbour's Intereſt is concern'd in. 


Looby. Hark ye, Mrs. Primroſe, here's this Ring you | 
muſt wear for my ſake. —— Nay, tis in vain to ſay, 


No; for wear it you muſt. — And this, 1 hope, will 


oblige you to open your Heart to me. 
Prim. Let me ſee, I'll conſult my Conſcience a lit- 
tle on the Caſe. — In the firſt Place, here's my Maſter 


purſuing his own Intercſt, and endeavouring to pro- 
vide for his Daughter as advantageouſly as poſſible, and 


we ought to do no Man an Injury in ſuch an Affair. 
Not that the thing is any manner of Sccret; bur 
ſhall I go diſcover it to one who's ignorant of it? 


No, we are forbid to ſpeak Evil of our Neighbour, 


that's true; but then on the other ſide — 

Looby. Ay, now for t'other ſide! 

Prim. Here's a worthy Gentleman, who's a Stran- 
ger to the Town —— 

Losby. And has been ſtrangely us'd im it; 
Prim. Who comes thro' Thick and Thin, with an 
honeſt Intention to marry a Woman he knows nothing 
of —— an open-hearted Gentleman —<— _ 

Looby. And a Man of Parts, too. 

Prim. Who places a Confidence in me as his Friend, 
has preſented me with a Purſe molt curioutly wrought. 

Looby. Of Twenty Guineas. 

Prim. And a Ring to wear for his Sake. 

Looby. Which coſt Twenty more. 

Prim. And ſhall I ſee this courtcous generous Gen- 
tleman abus'd and impos'd on, without fo much as tel- 


ling him of it? 


Looby. No, to be ſure. 

Prim. Well, I find I may let you into Matters, 
without wounding my Conſcience bur let us endea- 
vour to tell 'em in the gentleſt way poſſible, and ſpare 
People as much as we can To ſay that this young 

con : F3 Lady 


—— — —— — Ae A" > EEE ͥ ͤ ää—ͤ[I—— ä —J—: —ß 


a — —— — ———— — : 


79 The Motber- in- Law; or, 
Lady o' mine leads a diſhonourable Life, would be 3 


ſecur'd in a Wife. 


mn 


little too harſh; let us therefore ſeek ſome milder 
Terms to expreſs our Meaning by. The Word, 
Gay, perhaps may do it; no, that dosn't quite come up 
to'r —— that of compleat Coguerfe ſeems ro hit our Pur- 
pole the beſt. : | 3 
' Looby. Cocket! Cocket ! What are your Cockets? 
Prim. Oh! your Coquets, Sir, are your prancing, 
rattling, gaming, galloping, witty, wanton, fine 
Tice; who rail at their Friends, jilt their Lovers, 


and cuckold their Husbands; and are true to nothing 


but Scandal and Strong- waters. 
Looby. Oho! are they ſo? are they ſo? I am not 
ſuch a Coxcomb then, as to have any Buſineſs with a 


5 6 


Prim. Why ſo? there's not ſo much Harm in't as 


People imagine, perhaps. 


Looby. O! isn't there ſo? I'm your Servant for 
that; I'll put no ſuch Cap on my Crown, I aſſure 
ye; the Brows of the Loobies are not made to bear 
/ OR WOT 

Prim. Pooh, Pooh! *tis what Husbands now-a-days 
fit down ſatisfy'd under. If you can't ſo well bear to 
ſee it done under your very Noſe, why, you have no- 
thing to do but, when the Galant comes, to take your 
Cane and Gloves, and very civilly walk off. 
' Looby. Good, good! Ha, ha, ha! I am a very 
proper Perſon to be made a Stalking-Horſe of, no 
doubt. They fanſy'd, I warrant ye, that Leonard 


| Looby, Eſq; had no Guts in his Brains, to inform him- 


ſelf how the World went, and to fee his Honour well . 
— But I'll go and ferret out old 
Night-Cap, and let him ſee, i cod! that a Corniſh Man 
is not᷑ ſo eaſily to be bubble. [Exit Looby. 
Prim. Ha, ha, ha! a rare Gudgeon, truly! 


Enter Servant, who whiſpers Primroſe, 


Prim. Very well; bid 'em go up one after another, 
the Scotch Woman firſt. - 1 
I. . | »2+ EE =P Enter 
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1 Beaumont. 


Beau. Hiſt! Primroſe, is the Coaſt clear? 

Prim. Yes, yes, old Argus is employ'd aboye. 

Beau. Well, and how are we? how came you off 
with your Scene of Quackery ? 

Prim. As Quacks of all ſorts do, Sir; with flying 
Colours. I ſoon routed the Doctor, and run away 
with his Buſineſs. 


Bean. Bravely ſaid! But wherc's our Squire? what's 
doing with him? 


Prim. Oh! we are doing very | handfomly by him 
above Stairs. 


Beau. Is the Farce we contriv'd, in Action now, 
then? 


Prim. Ves; Ha, ha, ha! He'll have enough of 
Wives, I'll warrant him. 


Beau. Well, but what have you for me to do 
now ? 
Prim. Let it be your Buſineſs to contrive the Wind- 


ing- up of the Play, while I play my Scenes with him. 
—— You underſtand. 


Beau. Ay, ay 
Prim. And as as as I have planted him as I would--- 


[ Whiſpers Beaumont. 


Beau. Very well; that will do the bell of any thing 
in the World. 


Prim. But here he comes. — Get you gone quick, 
for we muſtn't be ſeen together, [| Exit Beaumont. 


Enter Looby. 


Looby. What the Murrain can all this mean? Are 
the People in this Town all ſtark mad? 

Prim. What's the matter, Squire? 

Looby. 1 ſhall certainly be murder'd here in this 
curſed Place ! jabbering Jades! brazen Whores! 

Prim. How ! What's that? 

Looby. Why, a couple of foul-month'd Catrions 
have been abuſing me at ſuch a rate, within; and pre- 
tend THR [ am marry'd to 'em both. 


F 4 Prim. 
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Prim. Marry'd to. em both! | 
Looby, Ay, and threaten me with Juſtice, and ſwear 
they'll have me hang'd. 
Prim. Mercy on us! an ugly Buſineſs! a very ugly 


Buſineſs, and Juſtice here is as rigorous as Vengeance 


againſt that fort of Crime. 
Looby. Ay; but 1 am as innocent o' the Matter as 
you be, Mrs. Primroſe. 
Prim. No matter for that; if you are accus'd of it, 
tis enough. You have nothing for'r, but to make your 
Eſcape as ſoon as you can; there's an Army of Conſta- 
bles after you already, I warrant 'em. 


| Looby. O Lud! O Lud! O Lud! for Goodneſs 


ſake, what ſhall I do, Mrs. Primroſe? Have you ne'er 
a dark Room you could hide me in? ne'er a Cupboard 
that you could ram me into? N 
Prim. Um! I have hit on't. Come along with me 
quickly; Pl tell you the beſt way to get off, without 
being known. „ 
Looby. Dear Mrs. Primroſe, let us be gone then, di- 
rectly, for this Town rains nothing but Plagues. 
What the Murrain had I to do, to come to London? 


[ Exeunt, 
SCENE changes to Sir Credulous's Chamber. 
. Sir Credulous and Heartly. 


| have him hang'd. 
Heart. You had like to have been finely fitted with 
à Son-in-law. | | 
Sir Cred. Tis very true, that I had ſlo. What ſhall 
I do in this perplexing Affair? I am ſo confounded, 
I can fix on nothing. e 


Enter Primroſe laughing, aud rubbing her Hands. 


Prim. Well, Sir, 1 have been making Preparations 
for the Wedding that's to be to- night. 


Sir Cred. What Wedding, Huſſy? 


Sir Cred. Was ever the like ſeen? I hope they'll 


Prim. 
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Prim. Why, Madam Belina and Squire Loobhy's, Sir. 
And, as my Lady is out of the way, I have taken u 


on me to order a handſom Supper, a Concert of Mu- 
ſick, and a —— 


Sir Cred. Why, you meddling Baggage, there's to be 
no Wedding, nor no Supper, nor no 

Prim. No Wedding! ay, but there is, tho'. 

Sir Cred. I tell you, there is not. | 
Prim. Lack- a-day! Sir, you forget your ſelf; didn't 
you ſay that it was to be to- night ? | 

Sir Cred. If I did ſay it, J unſay it again. 

Prim. You may do as you will; but marry'd they 
ſhall be, now things are gone ſo far, that's poſitive. 

Sir Cred. Heyday ! whereabout are we ? — Why 


Prim. I have more Love for you than to ſuffer you 


to make your ſelf laugh'd at, for ſaying and unſaying 
in this manner. 


Hir Cred. J want none of your Love. 
Prim. But I will Love you, in ſpite of your Teeth. 


Sir Cred. Will you hold your Tongue, Serpent? 
I'll make you be ſilent, or Il! 


Prim. Be it ſo. But if I don't ſpeak, I'll think. 
Sir Cred. Think as much as you will; but take care 


you don't ſpeak. | Turning to bis Brother. ] Brother, I 


am almoſt mad. What muſt be done? 

Prim. 1 wiſh I might ſpeak. _ 

[ She's filent when he turns bis Head. 

Sir Cred. What muſt be done, Brother? 

Prim. Why, they muſt be marry'd. 

Sir Cred. Then what I ſay, ſignifies nothing? Hey! 
Baggage, Hey! 
Prim. What ails you, Sir? I don't ſpeak to you. 
Sir Cred. What then? 

Prim. I talk to my Self. 

Sir Cred. Very well. [Putting himſeif in a Poſture 
to firike her; and Primroſe, at every Caſt of his Eye, 
ſtanding filent.) I have thought ſeriouſly of it, Bro- 
tber [ ToHe artly ] Why don't you ſpeak? 


Prim. 
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Prim. I haye thought ſcriquſly of it, and it muſt 
be ſo. [ Half aſide. 


Sir Cred. Why, you tormenting Beaſt ! 
8 5 [ Toes to firike her. 
Prim. ¶ Running out.] And therefore I'll go ſend for 
the Parſon this very Moment. [ Exit Primroſe. 
Sir Cred. Her Inſolence has put me mad! How am 
J tormented on every hand. Ah! Brother, let me 
adviſe you never to marry. 
Heart. Never a ſecond time, Brother; and a yourg 
ravenous Widow, too. | Dig 
Sir Cred. That's not the Thing; I don't ſpeak of 
my Lady; ſhe's all the Comfort I have — but, Chil- 
dren, Children, Brother, they are the Bane of Ma- 
trimony; they are ſo many Serpents, which a Man 
hatches and breeds up only to fting him to Death for 
his pains. 5 
Heart. We only think 'em ſo, by not conſidering 
em as what they are. The little Gaieties and Exceſſes 
of Yourh, are as much the Beauty and Perfection of 
that State, as Care and Policy are of Age; and yet 
becauſe they an't immediately grave and gray- headed, 
we are diſſatisfy'd and offended. MT 
Sir Cred. Ah! Brother, no body knows the Cares, 
the Anxicties, the Pangs of a Parent, but thoſe who 
ſeel 'em; I profeſs, I am quite oppreſs'd and bore 
down by em. Ah! Belina, Belina! | Wiping bis Eyes. 
Heart. Come, come, Brother, this is all Diſtemper; 
we'll talk more of theſe things by and by: In the 
mean time I have order'd an Entertainment below, 
which will diſſipate your Concern, and diſpoſe you to 
judge the better of what's proper to be done. Things 
won't appear ſo diſmal, after a Song and a Dance; 
*rwill do you more good than all the Drugs in Mr. Ga/= 
leypot's Shop. 


In ſocial Mirth, and gay Delights, we find 
The trueſt Cure for a diſtemper'd Mind. 


The End of the Fourth Act. 
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SCENE, The Square, 


Beaumont and Primroſe meet. 


Beau. ELL, Primroſe, how go we on? 


Y Prim. With Wind and Tide, and For- 
tune herſelf fits ſmiling at the Helm. 


Beau. Bleſſings on her for it! 

Prim. I have put our Chap into ſuch a terrible 
Fright, about the Severity of the Law here againſt 
having two Wives, that he's reſolv'd to fly for't; and 


| that he may eſtape more caſily from the Conſtables, 


which I've told him are plac'd in every Corner to ap- 


prehend him, he's gone to diſguiſe himſelf in Wo- 
man's Habit. 


Beau. Ha, ha, ha! I ſhould be glad to ſee him in 
that Equipage. — Bur now, Primroſe, what have we 
to go upon next? 

Prim. Why, we have nothing now to do, but to 
ſow the Sceds of Diſcord betwixt Husband and Wife, 
and the Day's our own. 

Beau. That will be a difficult Task, I fear; ſhe” 5 a 
fly Beaſt, and won't eaſily be trap'd. 

Prim. Courage, Man; I have Snares for Foxes, as 
well as for Woodcocks. 

Beau. Thou art a dear, charming, courageous Wench, 
and ſhalt be rewarded accordingly. ; 

Prim. But ſee, here comes our Laſs — away, quick, 
that he mayn't ſee us together; as ſoon as I've got 
him fairly pack'd off, I ſhall go to work upon the old 
Gentleman within; and be you ready to appear upon 
proper Notice. 

Beau, Succeſs attend you. [Exit Beaumont. 

| Enter 


T6 The. Mother iu-Law); or, 
Enter Looby, in Woman's Clothes. 

Prim. So, Squire, why you make a very graceful 
Figure! You've the perfect Air of a Woman o' Qua- 
lity. I defy them to know you in this Equipment. 
TLooby. Tis ftrange, tho', Mrs. Primroſe, that the 
Forms of Law ſhould not be obſerv'd in this Town! 

Prim. But *tis as I told you; they hang a Man here, 
firſt, and try him afterwards. 

Looby. But when a Body's innocent: _ 

Prim. They never trouble themſelves about that.— 

Then they have an intolerable Hatred for People of 
your Country, and nothing can pleaſe em more than 
to ſee a Corniſh Man hang'd. 

Looby. Why, what have the Corniſh Men done to 'em? 

Prim. Oh! your Londoners are mere Brutes, and 
Enemies to the Gentility and Merit of other Places: 
For my part, I proteſt I am in a terrjble Fright for 
you, and ſhould never have any Comfort if you ſhould 
come to be hang'd. | 

Looby. Tisn't fo much the Fear of Death, as that 
*twould be ſuch a Blot in one's Scutcheon. | 

Prim. Right, 1 don't know if you wou'dn't loſe 
your Title of Squire by it. — Bur come, give me your 
Hand now, and walk like a Woman; and talk, and 
give yourſelf all the Airs of Quality, 

Looby. Let me alone, I have ſeen People of Faſhion; 
all the Miſchief is, I have ſomewhat of a Beard. 

Prim. Pho! your Beard's nothing; I have known 
many Women of Quality have a great deal more —— 
Come, let us ſee a little how you behave yourſelf. — 
Good. | 

Looby. | Mimicking a Woman in his Walking and the Tone 
ef his Voice. | Why, my Cauch, there! Where is my 
Cauch? Lard ! what a miſerable thing it is to have 
ſuch Servants as theſe! Muſt I wait all Day on the 


' Pavement, and will no body call my Cauch for me? 


Prim. So. 

Looby. What, no Cauchman to be found, no Page? 
I'll break the Neck of theſe Doings. — Why 5 
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Little Raſcal! — Isn't the little Fool to be found 2 


s there no Page there? Have I no Page in the 
Warld? 
Prim. Admirable! 


Enter Conſtable and Attendants. 


Conſt. Who have we here that makes this Outcry? 
Hah! here's a Face that much reſembles what was de- 
ſcrib'd to us. 

Looby. Tis not me, I aſſure you. 

Conſt. How ! how! What's that? 

Looby. I can't tell. | 

Conſt. There's ſome Meaning 1 in what you ſaid, and 


1 take you Priſoner. 


Looby. Nay, nay, good Gentlemen! 

Conſt. No, no, by your Manner and Diſguiſe, you 
muſt needs be Squire Looby, whom we are in queſt of; 
let's away with him to Newgate. 

Looby. Oh ſad! Oh fad! Pm doom'd to be king's 
then, at laſt. 

Prim. Mr. Conſtable, for my fake, I conjure you not 
to carry him to Priſon. 

Con. Tis impoſſible = 

Prim. Come, I know you're a Man that will harken 
to Reafon. Is there no wey of adjuſting this Matter 
with a few Guineas, or ſo? 


Conſt. Stand off a little. [ To his Attendants. 
Prim. You muſt give him ſome Money —— quick, 
quick. [To Looby. 


Looby. O curſed Town! ! 
[ Pulling up his Peetticoats to get at his Breeches, 
Prim. Hold your Hand, Sir. 
Conſt. How much is there? 
Prim. One, two, three, four, five, ſix, Wen, eight, 
nine, ten. 
Conſt. No, I can't do't; my Orders are poſitive. 


Prim. Lard! ſtay. [To aun ] Quick, quick, give 
him as much more. 


Looby. But⁊x 


Prim. 


Prim. Loſe no time, I tell you. Sure, you las 
# wind to be Hang'd! == Here, Sir; he. 


Conſt. I muſt run away with him, and live with hith, 


then; for I durſt not ſhew my Head again here. 


Prim. Then, pray, take great care of him; I beg 
you will... - | | | 
Conſt. I promiſe you tajaan. 58 
Prim. Be gone then, quickly, Squire. —— I 
4 you ſo much, that I wiſh you a hundred Miles 
off. | 5 
| Looby. Good by t'ye, dear Mrs. Primroſs.— That's 
the only honeſt Body I have met with in this Town. 
2 [I.'kExeunt Looby and Conſtable. 
Prim. By t'ye, Bubble, and Fortune bleſs thee, for 


thou art one of her own Dotard Brood. —— But I'm 
wanted by this time ſomewhere clſe. [Exit Prim. 


SCENE II. $i Credulous' Chamber. 


Enter Sir Credulous and Heartly. 


Hœart. So, Brother, what think you of my Ei- 


tertainment? Isn't it as good as 4 Doſe of Aa- 
fatida? 0 
Sir Cred. Ho! good Aſa-fœtida is a goed thing. 
Heart. Well, Brother, fince this Match is now at 
an End, and you and your Doctor are at Variance 
with one another, I hope I may have the Liberty to 
propoſe the Perſon I was ſpeaking of for my Niece: 
Sir Cred. No, Brother, I'm reſolv'd to ſend her in- 


to the Country, and there confine her, for offering 


to oppoſe my Will and Pleaſure. I find there's a 
Love-Affair under the Roſe, and have diſcovered a 
eo private Interview, which they don't think I 
we. 

Heart. Very good, Brother; and ſuppoſe there 
ſhould be ſome little Inclination in the Caſe, where 
would be the Harm of it? You have no reaſon to be 
cops; ſince nothing's intended but what's honour- 
able. 


Sir Cred. 
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Sir Cred. Be that as it will, ſhe fhall go into the 

Country, that I'm reſolv'd on. 
Enter Primroſe. 

Heart. I can gueſs, Brother, who put you on that 
Reſolution. There's one Perſon in the World you'll 
pleaſe by it, I'm certain. | 

Sir Cred. J underſtand you, Sir; you are always 
touching on that String. My Wife is a great Heart= 
burn to you. G64 . 

Heart. Yes, Brother, ſince 'tis neceſſary to be plain 
with you, tis your Wife that I mean; and I can no 
more bear your ridiculous Fondneſs for her, than that 
you have for Phyſick; nor endure to ſee you run hand- 
over-head into all the Snares ſhe lays for you. 

Prim. Ah! dear Sir, don't ſpeak fo of my Lady; 
ſhe's a Woman that no body can fay any thing againſt; 
a Woman without the leaſt Grain of Artifice or De- 
fign, and loves my Maſter — there's no ſaying how 

much ſhe loves him. | 

Sir Cred. Ay, ask but her now, how exceſſive fond 
ſhe is of me. 

Prim. Moſt exceſſive! 

. Sir Cred. How much Concern my Illneſs gives 

cr. | 

Prim. True — ſhe's always praying that ſhe might 
fee an End of it. 

© Sir Cred. And the Care and Pains ſhe takes about 
me. | | 

Prim. Right. —— Shall we convince you now, 
Mr. Heartiy, and ſhew you directly what a ſurpri- 
ſing Affection my Lady has for my Maſter? — Per- 
mit me, Sir, to undeceive him, and let him ſee his 
Miſtake. 

Sir Cred. As how, Primroſe? : 

Prim. Hark, my Lady is juſt return'd. Do you, 
Sir, bur ſtretch your ſelf out in your Chair, and feign 
your ſelf dead, you'll then ſee the violent Grief, ſhe'll 
be in, when J tell her the News. | 


Sir Cred. 
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Sir Cred. Hey ! — Um! — I profeſs I've a mind 
to take her Advice. — No, no, I can never bear to 
hear the Shrieks and Lamentations ſhe'll make over 
me; and yet *twill be a Comfort to me to hear them, 
too; to feel her virtuous Tears bedew my Face, and 
her ſweet Lips kiſſing my Cheeks a thouſand, thou- | 
fand times, to bring me back again to Life and her. — ; 
Ah! Ah! verily, I'll do it; verily, I'll do it. And 0 
then, Sir, what will become of your fine Surmiſes? # 
— But, Primroſe, ar't thee not afraid that her very | 
thinking me dead, will break her Heart? 1 

Prim. To be ſure, Sir, if you ſhould keep her in 
her Fright too long. . | 

Sir Cred. Oh! ler me alone for that; I'll make the 
Experiment this very Minute, this very Minute. 
Reach my Chair, here. | Settling himſelf.] So, ſo. | 

Prim. Do you hide your ſelf in that Cloſer, Sir. WK 

5 | [To Heartly, MW. 
Sir Cred. But is there no danger in feigning one's MY) 
ſelf dead? 5 | | 

Prim. No, no; what Danger ſhould there be? 7 
*Tis only ſhutting your Eyes, and ſtretching your ſelf 
out. — [To Heartly.] Now, now, Sir, we ſhall 
ſhew you your Error, with a Witneſs, and convince 
you how much you have injur'd the beſt of Wives. 
[To Sir Cred. ] Twill be pleaſant enough after=- MF 
wards, Sir, to ſee how blank your Brother will look. . 
Here's my Lady! Cloſe, cloſe, you've no u- 
ſineſs with your Cane; hang your Arms a little more MF. 
dangling; and look more diſmal, than ordinary, if | 
poſſible. . WE 

Enter Lady Hippiſh. 7. 
Prim. Oh Heavens! Oh fatal Misfortune! What a 


ſtrange Accident is this! Ea 
Lady Hip. What's the Matter, Primroſe ? 


Prim. Ah! Madam. Ah! Ah! [Crying. 

Lady Hip. W hat is it? What doſt thee mean by 
this Blubbering, pr'ythee ? 

Prim. My Maſter's dead, Madam. Oh! Oh! 1 
| Lady Hip. 
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Lady Hip. Dead! SE 
Prim. Ay, alas! quite defunct. 

Lady Hip. Art thou ſure of that? _ 
Prim. Too ſure, alas! No body yet knows any 
thing of this Accident; there was not a Soul but my 
ſelf ro help him; he ſunk down in my Arms, and 
went off like a Child. - See there, Madam, how 
he lies ſtrete h'd out in his Chair! Wo, N 
Lady Hip. Now, Heaven be prais'd for the Sight. 
— — Primroſe! what a Simpleton art thou, to 

er 
Prits Cry, Madam? Why, I thought we was to 
cry. | 
Lak Hip. A great Loſs indeed, to cry for! What 
good did he do above Ground? —— A grunting, 
grumbling, ill- ſnhap'd, filthy Fellow; never without 
ſome poitonous Slop in his Maw; always coughing, 
hauking, and ſpitting ; for ever dying, and yet too 
much alive to ger him under Ground. —_Thou 
poor, pitiful, credulous Fool, farewel. 

Sweet, charming, wanton Widowhood, thou onl 
Recompence for Marriage Slavery! thou only End 
and Aim of prudent Wives! once more, thou'rt wel- 
come. . | 
Prim. A very excellent Funeral Oration. {_4jde. 
Lady Hip. Oh! how my Heart exults at Thought 
of Liberty, and long neglected Joys! Alas! poor 
Dear, thou haſt loft, then, the ſmall matter of Breath 
thou wer't Maſter of. O' my Conſcience, he looks 
better than when he was alive. This is the only time, 
Primroſe, 1 ever beheld him with Pleature. — Bur, 
come, thou muſt aſſiſt me in ex<ccuting my Deſigu; 
and, depend on't, that in ſerving me, thou wilt moſt 
effectually ſerve thy ſelf. Since then, by good For- 
tune, no body's yet acquainted with the thing, let 
us carry him to his Bed, and keep his Death conceal'd 
till we have thoroughly ſettled our Affairs; and then, 
Primroſe, |'ll enjoy the Pleaſure of Revenge too, in 
its turn, and make Miſs Belina pay ſwingingly for her 
G Inſolence. 


za The Mother - in Law; or, 
Inſolence. Hah! here ſhe comes, and her Fellow 
with her; this is a little unluckyj. 1 
Prim. ( Afide.] Confuſion! What brings them here 
now? What can be the Meaning of this? or, what 
will be the Conſequence of this critical Scene? 
I ͥhwiſh I could give them Notice, that they might 


know how to behave — but tis impoſſible; we muſt 
ſtand it, now. 


Enter Beaumont and Belina. 


Beau. [As he enters.) Yes, Belina, your Uncle has, 


by this time, made my Propoſal to your Father; I'll 


therefore no longer truſt my Paſſion to precarious 
Artifice, but make my Claim with Openneſs and Ho- 
nour. 3 | 
 Belina. What ails thee, Primroſe? Why thoſe Tears? 
How does my Father do? 

Prim. Ah! Madam. 

Belina. W hat's the matter? 

Prim. Alas! he's dead, Madam. 

Belina. My Father dead! Primroſe ? 


Prim. Yes, you ſee him there; he expir'd this Mo- 
ment in a Fir. 


Belina. Oh! [ Faints. 


Beau. Hah! help her, Primroſe, ſhe faints. 

Prim. Tender Creature! ——— But ſce, ſhe reco- 
vers. | 

Belina. This is a cruel Stroke, indeed! to loſe my 
Father, who was every thing in the World to me; 
and to loſe him at a Time too, when he had conceiv'd 
a Diſpleaſure againſt me! the Thought of chis adds 
Stings to my Affliction. N 
Beau. Be comforted, Madam, nor ſtrive to aggra- 
vate your Grief by ſuch Reflexions; Beaumont will 
ſupply the Loſs of a Father. N . 

Belina. No, Beaumont, let's talk no more of any 
ſuch thing; I'm determin'd to retire into the Country, 
and be no longer converſant in this World. — Yes, 


my 


1 
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my dear Father, if I have formerly oppos d your In- 


clinations, I'll now execute one of your Intentions at 


leaſt, and atone by that for the Diſquiet I have given 


ou. 5 3 3 
Lady Hip. You have Liberty to go, Child, as ſoon 
as you pleaſe, —— I have a Will in my Pocket, here, 


which rakes all manner of Trouble off your Hands 


and you may ſoon pack up, I believe, all that belongs 
to you. | 
Prim Yes indeed, Madam, your Father has left the 
ſole Diſpoſal of every thing to her Ladyſhp. 
- Belina. Then my Calamity's complear, indeed. 
My Father! No, he did not, could not do :t; 'twas 
that arrful, wicked Wife, who ſeduc'd him into an 
Action ſo contrary both to his Reaſon and Nature. 
Beau. Let not that Particular, Madam, add any 
thing to your Diſtrets; you have ſtill an affluent For- 
tune at command, and I rejoice at this Opportunity 
of adding ſome little Merit to my Paſſion. 
Lady Hip. Why, you both a& your Parts miracu- 
louſly well! 3 1 
Belina. Act, do you ſay? No, Madam, I'm no 
more a Countefeit in Grief, than you are in Joy. 
Lady Hip. Why, really, Child, we have both rea- 


ſon enough to be in earneſt. 


Beau. Barbarous Monſter! te inſult a Poverty, her 
own Treachery was the Cauſe of. 
Belina. Bur I ſhall nor reſign my Right ſo tamely as 
you may think; the World ſhall be made acquainted 
with the Story, Madam. —— Yes, Madam, it ſhall 
know by what ſcandalous Methods you practis'd on 
my Father's eaſy Temper, to ruin, moſt unnatural- 
ly ruin his own Children, to glut your Appetite for 
Wealth — and then, how ungratefully, how ſa- 
vagely you revell'd at the Death of this good deluded 
Husband, whole only Crime was being fond of ſuch a 
„ 5 Crpiping ber Eyes. 
Lad) Hip. Whilſt you entertain yourſelf with 
theſe fine Reflexions, Child, I'll beg leave to go and 
. | ſettle 
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ſettle a little neceſſary Buſineſs. ¶ Going out, returns. 1 I 
Bur hold, in the firſt Place, ler me ſearch for his Keys, | | 
for there's Money and Papers I ought to ſecure. uM 


[ Going to his Pockets, 6 
Sir Cred. [Starting up.] Softly, ſoftly, Madam. N 
\ | 


Omnes. Hah! | 

Sir Cred. So, Mrs. Wife, is this your Extreme Love 
and Fondneſs for me? | 

Prim. Bleſs us! the dead Man alive again! 

Sir Cred. | Looking for ſome time ſcornfully on his Wife, 
and then running to Belina.] Ah! my dear Girl, come | 
to my Arms, let me embrace thee, my Child. 'Thou | 
art my own Daughter, my own Fleſh and Blood, and 
I'm overjoy'd to diſcover ſo much Good-nature in 
thee. 

Bellas. How welcome and agreeable is this Sur- 
rize | | 
Sir Cred. [To Lady Hip.] I'm very glad, Ma- 

dam, I've dilcover'd your Affection, too, and heard 
the fine Panegyrick you made upon me. — A grunt- 
ing, grumbling, filthy Fellow; always haukingg 
coughing, and ſpitting. — Hey! Miſtreſs. Ah! this 
is ſuch a Leſſon as will make me wiſer for the future, | 
J believe. 9 
Lady Hip. Tis ſuch a Leſſon, Fool, as I ſhall make 
thee repent having ever got from me. Thou ſhalt pay | 
ſo dear for thy Wiſdom, as ſhall make thee wiſh thy / 


* 


ſelf in esſy Deluſion again. | 

Sir Cred. Mercy o' me! What a Woman 'tis! — | 
Hark ye, Madam, don't threaten, for I ſhall now | 
make you go (cek your Fortune, inſtead of my Daugh- 
ter. | | 

Lady Hip. Wilt thou ſo, Man? 

Sir Cred. I ſhall procure a Will to take all manner 
of Trouble off your Hands; {> you may ſoon pack \ 
up, I believe, all that belongs ro you. "4 

Omnes. Ha, ha, ha! | | 

Lady Hip. Say'ſt thou ſo, my Soul? Haſt thou ; 
forgot, then, the Five Thouſand Guineas, and 4 

| muc 
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much more in Notes, that were hid behind the 


Wainſcot? 85 1 
Sir Cred. Ods my Heart! what a Fool have I 
been! 
Lady Hip. And now, thou ſhalt be altogether as 


great a Wretch; for I'll ſo chaſtiſe thee for this Cu- 


rioſity! I'll fo trample on thee, Worm! 


Sir Cred. Out o' my Houſe, I ſay. EE 
Lady Hip. Ha, ha, ha! You talk wildly, my Dear; 
you are light-headed, and don't know it. To bed, 
to bed, Child, and ſend for a Doctor and Nurſe, in an 
Inſtant. - 5 
Belina. How, Madam! I can no longer bear to 
ſee my Father abus'd in this manner; and muſt tell 
ou — 
b Lady Hip. Peace, Peace, Child, and ſhut your 
Mouth again; you'll ſay ſome fooliſh thing elſe, that 
will make one bluſh for you. 
Belina. Bluſh! Fy on you! you are an audacious 
wicked Woman. ok ODT os 
Beau. Hold, Madam, *tis in vain to make any Op- 
poſition ; where all Senſe of Shame and Decency is 
loſt, Reproof is but thrown away; i 
Lady Hip. Oh! your Servant, Sir! by your ſage 
Looks and profound Silence, I really miſtook you for 
a rational Creature; but an Aſs is ſoon known when 
he offers to bray. | 
Prim. Pgad, ſhe'll prove too many for them all. 
Sir Cred. Was there ever ſuch Impudence! I ſhall 
go mad indeed! I—I—Pm all on Fire! 
Lady Hip. Then ſet open the Windows, and cool 
your ſelf, my Love, whilſt I go abroad in purſuit of 


Pleaſure. I have been coop'd in an Hoſpital long e- 


nough ; 'tis but juſt I ſhould now enjoy the Fruit of 
my Labour. — Oh! I ſhall ſo haraſs you, my Dear, 
that you ſhall wiſh your ſelf as dead as you pretended 
to be. Exit Lady Hip. 

Sir Cred. | Following her to the Door.] Will you ſo, 
Miſtreſs? Will you ſo, Miſtreſs? I'll take care how 


(x3 you 


nr — — — —— — 


86 Te Muber in. Law; or, 


you make. uſe of your — Tengwol in this Houſe © 


any more, tho”. I [ Returning.) Why, 
ys what a ſhameleſs, ane Tigreſs, am I yok d 
ro 

FR Heart. [From the Cloſet. So, Brother, now you 
Sir Cred. Yes, yes; and bear too with a Ven- 
geance. 

Prim. I ſwear ſolemnly, I could never r have imagin'd 
3 
Heart. However, Brother, the Stratagem has not 
been amiſs, ſince by this means you have diſcover'd the 
real Sentiments of your Family, and learnt where to 
place your Affection and Favours. 


Sir Cred. My dear Girl, how ſhall I requite thee for 
all thy Goodneſs? 


Bela By ſuffering me, Sir, to ask one Bleſſing of 
you Thar if you can't approve the Inclination of 


my Heart, if you reje& the honourable, generous 


Beaumont, I may at leaſt live ſingle with my Father; 
that Favour's all I beg. 
Prim. Nay, Sir, can you hold out againſt all this? 
Heart. Brother, can you be unmoy'd by ſo much 


Duty and Love! 


$5 Cred. Well, let the Gentleman turn Phyſician, 


and I' conſent ro the Match; turn bur Phyſician, 


Sir, and T'll give you my Daughter. 
Beau. I'd undertake much greater Difficulties on that 


Condition, Sir. 


Heart. But, Brother, J have a Thought come into 
my Head — ev'n turn Phyſician your ſelf; the Con- 
veniency will be ſtill greater, to have within your ſelf 


every thing you want. 


Sir Cred. I fanſy, Brother, you only jeſt with me. 
Am I of an Age fit to apply my ſelf to Study? 
Heart. Pooh! Study! you are learn'd enough in Con- 


ſcience. Tis but putting on the Doctor's Gown and 


Cap, and you'll have more Knowledge in an Inſtant, 
than you'll know what to do withal. 


Prim. 


; 
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Prim. Beſides, Sir, if you had no other Qualifica- 


tion than this Muff of yours, 'twould go a great way. 


A Muff is more than Half in Half in the making of 
a Doctor. | 
Heart. True. 


Prim. And when once you are a Doctor, you'll be 


well in a Trice; for therc's no Diſtemper ſo ſaucy as 


to meddle with the Perſon of a Phyſician. 
Fart. Nay, he has fo much Skill atready, that he 
has cur'd himſelf of the worſt Diſtemper he had. 
Sir Cred. What Diſtemper, Brother? 
Heart. Your Wife, Brother. You have nothing 


more to do, but to purge off the Doctor, and you are 
a ſound Man again. 


Sir Cred. I hear you, Sir. | 

Heart. But now, Brother, give your Blefling here. 

Sir Cred. I do, and my Fortune along with ir, as a 
Recompence for ſo much Duty and Affection in my 
Child. 1 N 1 

Heart. Tis generouſly done. — Thus you have 
made the Story of To- night, a moſt inſtructive Leſſon 
to the World. This juſt Reward of Duty in a Daugh- 


ter, and Diſappointment of a wicked Wife, will teach 
Mankind, 1 : 


That tho? awhile, with Grief and Cares o'ercaſt, 
Virtue ſtill ſhines triumphant ar the laſt: 

Whilſt Vice, like Meteors, with a fickly Flame, 
Glares for an Hour, then ſinks in endleſs Shame. 


EFTLOGVE 


Spoken by Mr. CTBBER, Mr. GRIFFIN, 


* 


and Mrs. HE R ON, in the Characters of 
HEA DPIECE, HIP PIs H, and PRIMuROS E. 


Mrs. dare i HE Epilogue — 
1 Mr. Cib. — There's none. 
Mrs. Her. Pſa! 
Mr. Cib. X — — - Nay's 10 Joke, 
The Author won't permit one to be ſpoke. © 
Mrs. Her. No Epilogue! the Man's a Fool, PII ſavear 
Mr. Cib. Right, elſe he had not been a Wit, my Dear. 


[Addrefling himſelf to the Audience.) | 
Howe er, he legs this Buſineſs Pd excuſe; | 
And gives theſe Reaſons why he did refuſe : NJ 
Firſt, to the Modeſt and the Fair, he ſays, LA 
The Epilogues in vogue to modern Plays, 

Are ſuch flat, nauſeous, witleſs, meanleſs Cant, 
He's ſure they'll gladly overlook the Want; 

And to that Sex ſuch Reverence he does bear, 

He ſcorns to write what they muſt bluſh to hear. 
As for the Criticks — be can ne er think fit, 
Tho' they ſhould damn his Play, to damn the Pit 
But, ſhould they condeſcend to ſmile — why then, 

To ſhew his Gratitude, hell write again. 


Mrs. Heron advatilinglan@%cking Mr. Cibber by 
the Sleeve. 


Mrs. Her. But hold, Sir, fince the Poet's ſuch an Elf, 
il venture to ſay ſomething for my ſelf. 
This Moment I was whiſper'd by @ Smart, 
Gad's Life! my Dear, you've play*d an Under-parr. 
But he's miſtaken — mine's the nobleſt Poſt, 
In each great Houſe in Town we rule the Roaſt : 


Ya 
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This the great Dames with ſo much Envy view, 


Your Lady Betties trip about the Lon; 


EPILOGUE. 


For tho! my Lady-Wife may bounce and bector, 5 


And for a miſplac'd Pin, or Patch, correct her; 


- Yet ſtill, to make amends for this Diſaſter, 


The Maid is always Mifireſs of ber Mater: 


They dreſs like us, to rob us of our Due 
In round. ear d Coif, white Apron, and ſtuff Gowns 


Whilſt nice Sir Fopling, and his Brother Beaux, 
Tranſported, ſtep into their Footmen's Clothes; 
Proud of the Oaken Club, and tuck'd-up Hair, 
They then, firſt, really are what they appear : 
Thus none, I'm ſure, who are true Friends to Love. 


But muſt my modiſh Character approve. 


Mr. Griffin advancing. 
Mr. Grif. And ſure, Sir Hip can never fail to pleaſe, 


De Doctor now is the polite Dilcale ; 


That Beau, or Belle, is judg'd unread, who doth not 


At ev'ry Meal quote Cheney and Arbuthnot 3 3 


Applaud fair Water, with Champaign replete; 
7% after fix full Courſes, rail at Meat. 
Therefore we humbly hope, tho" no- a- days 
A ſudden Death's the Fate of moſt new Plays, 
Since from the Doctor's fatal Clutches got, 

A longer Life will be our fick Man's Lot. 


Mr. Cibber advancing again. 
Mr. Cib. Poor I, an Eſſex-Calf, and Headpiece, play; 


* no new Character for me, you'll ſay, 8 


J af the Calf and Headpicce every Day. 
Lovun the Charge with Pride, ſince by that means 
better could divert you in theſe Scenes. 
For all the Fame we aim at, is to raiſe 


Smiles from ſuch "OP » fi 12 Jp * . 
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A ry earious Edithn in AR To, of 
The BEGGA R's OPERA. As it is Ated at the Theatre - Royal in 


Mart. With the OUVERTURE in SCORE, the SONGS and the 
BASSES, (the OUVERTURE and BASSES Compos'd by Dr. PE- 
PUSH) Curiouſly Engrav'd on COPPER PLATES. | 
CHIRON to ACHILLES, A POEM. By Hildebrand Jacob; Eſq; 
0 Res eff ſevera Voluptas, e 
P 
Fifty One NEW FABLES in verſe, (Invented for the Amuſement 
His Highneſs WILLIAM Duke of Cumberland) By Mr. GAY: Wick 


L. incoln's Inn Fields. Written by Mr. GAY. ----- Nos hec novimus eſſe nihitg 


Fifty One Cutts, Deſign'd by Mr. Kent and Mr. Wotton, and Engraved by 


Mr. Baron, Mr. Vandergucht, and Mr. Fourdrinige, The Third Edition, 
Juſt Pubiſh'd, 5 


MEMOIRS of the LIFE of BARTON BOOTH, Eſq; With his 


CHARACTER. To which are added ſeveral POETICAL PIECES, 
written by Himſelf, viz, Tranſlations from Horace, Songs, Odes, & c. To 


which is likewiſe annex'd, The CASE of Mr. BOOT H's laft Illneſs, and ; 


what was obſery'd (particularly with regard to the Quick-Silyer found in his 
Inteſt ines) upon Opening of his Body, in the Preſence of Sir Hans Sloan, by 
Mr. Alexander Small, Surgeon, Publiſh'd by an Intimate Acquaintance of 
Mr, Booth. By Conſent of his Widow. Qu doctu: Roſcius egit. Hor. 


Lately Publiſh'd, Curiouſly Printed in SIX POCKET VOLUMES. 


The MUSICAL MISCELLANY : Being a Collection of CHOICE 


nent MASTERS, (With the BASSES to each Tune, and Tranſpos'd for 


. 


the F LUTE) viz. : 


Mr. Attilio. Mr. Geminiani. Mr. D. Purcell. 
Mr. Barret. Mr. Gough. M. H. Purcell. 
Mr. Betts. | Mr. Grano. | Mr. Ramondon. 
Mr. Bononcini. Mr. Graves, Mr. Ravenſcraft. 
Mr. Bradley. Dr. Green. Mr. David Rizzie. 
Mr. Brailsford. Mr. Handel, | Mr. Seedo, 
Mr. Burgeſs, Mr. Haym. NM. J. Sheeles, 
Mr. Carey. | Mr. Holmes. | Mr. Trevers. 
Mr. Charke. Mr. Holcomb, Mr. Vincent, 
Mr. Cole. Mr. Leveridge. Mr. Webber. 
Dr. Croft. Mx. Monro. Mr. Weldon. 
Mr. Dieupatt. Dr. Pepuſch. Mr. Whichello. 
Mr. Flemming. Mr. Potter. Mr. Anth. Young. 


Mr. Galliard. | | 
TRAGEDIES. | 
CELIA, or The Petju'd LOVER. A True Tragical Story fh Common 
Life, and the Incidents very Natural and Moving. 


PE RIAN DER, King of Corinth: A Tragedy. As it is Acted at the 


Theatre Royal in Lincoln's-Inn Fields. Written by Mr. 10 HN TRAGY. 
To which is ptefix' d, The HISTORY of PERIANDER: Extracted 
from the moſt Authentick Greek and Latin Hiſtorians, and the Chevalier 
Ramſay's Cyrus. Addreſs'd to the Readers and Spectators of the Trage; 
dy of PERIAN DER. | 
TIMOBEON. A Tragedy, As it is Atted at the Theatre Royal, by His 
Majeſty's Servants. Written by Mr. Benjamin Martyn. The Second Edition, 
The FATAL EXTRAVAGANCE. A Tragedy. As it is Acted at 
the Theatre-Royal in Lincoln's-Inn Fields. Written by Mz. Mitchell, The 
Fourth Edition Corre&ed, | | 
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DOUBLE FALSHOOD; or, The DISTREST LOVERS. A 
lay, as it is Acted at the Theatre-Royal in Drury-Lane. Written Originally 

Mr. W. Shakeſpeare; and now Reviſed and Adapted to the Stage by Mr. 
Theobald, the Author of Shakeſpeare Refor'd. . 


The VIRGIN QUEEN. A Tragedy. As it is Acted at the Theatre- 
Koyal in Lincoln's-Inn Fields, Written by Mr. Richard Barford, 


The FATE of VILLANY. - A Play: As it is Acted by the Company 
of Comedians at the Theatre in Goodman's-Fields. 


SCANDERBEG. A Tragedy. As it is Acted at the Theatre in Good- 
man's-Fields, By Mr. Havard. Va men Enfan, prend ta Fortune, 

The TRAGEDY of TR AGEDIES; or The Life and Death of TOM 
TH UMB the GREAT. As it is Adted at the Theatre in the Hay- Market. 
With the Annotations of H. sctiblerus Secundus. 


The COVENT GARDEN TRAGEDY. As it is Acted at the The- 
atre-Royal in Drury-Lane. By His Majeſty's Servants. 


COMEDIES. 


The MOTHER-IN-LAW; or, The DOCTOR the DISEASE. A Ca- 
medy. 

TIMON in LOVE; or, The Innocent Theff. A Comedy. Taken 
from THIMON MISANTHRQPE of the SIEUR DE LISLE. 


The CORNISH SQUIRE. A Comedy. Done fcom the French of 
MOLIERE by the late Sir. John Vanbrugh, Mr, Walſh, and Mr. 
Congreve. 

The PROVOK'D HUSBAND; or, a JOURNEY to LONDON, 
A Comedy. As it is Acted at the Theatre-Royal, by His Majeſty's Servants. 
Written by the late Sir John Vanbrugh „and Mr. Cibber. The Second Edition. 

The MIS ER. A Comedy. Taken from Plautus and Moliere. As it is 
Acted at the Theatre-Royal in Drury-Lane, by His Majeſty's Servants. By 
Henry Fielding, Eſq; 


The MODERN HUSBAND. A Comedy. As it is Acted at the 


Theatre Royal in Drury-Lane, by his e s Servants, Written by Henry 


Fielding, Eſq; 

The LOTTERY. A FAR CE, As it is Adted at the Theatre- Royal, 
by his Majeſty's Servants, With the Muſick prefix d to each Song. 

The MODISH COUPLE. A Comedy. As it is Acted at the Theatre- 
Royal, by His Majeſty's Servants. Written by CHARLES BO D ENS, Eſq; 

The LOVER. A COMEDY. As it is Acted at the Theatre-Royal 
in Drury-Lane; By His Majeſty's Servants, Written by Mr. THE OP H I- 
LUS CIBBE R, Comedian. 

The COFFEE-HOUSE POLITICIAN ; or, the JUSTICE caught in his 
own TRAP. As it is Acted at the Theatre in Lincoln's-Inn Fields, Writ- 
ten by Mr. Fielding. 

The HUMOURS of OXFORD. A Comedy, As it is Acted at the 


Theatre- Royal, by His Majeſty's Servants, Written by a Gentleman of Wad- 
ham-College. 


The TEMPLE BEAU. A Comedy. As it is Aﬀed at the Theatre i in | 
Goodman's-Fields, Written by Mr. Fielding. 


The DISSEMBLED WANTON; or, My SON get MONEY. A 


Comedy. As it is Acted at the Theatre-Royal in Lincoln's-Inn-Fields. Writ- 
ten by Mr. Welſted. 


LOVE in SEVERAL MASQUES. A Comedy. As it is Acted a 
the l heatre-Royal, by His Majeſty's Servants. Written by Mr. Fielding, 


The AUTHOR's FARCE; and The PLEASURES of the T O W No 


As it is AGel at the Theatre in the Hay-Market. 


The WIDOW BEWITCH'D, A Comedy. As it is Acted at the 
Theatre in Goodman's-Fields, £3" 
The LETTER-WRITERS; or, A New Way to keep a Wife at Home: 


A Farce. As it is Acted at the Theatre in the Hay-Market. Written by Serib- 
lerus Secundus. | Bans : 


The OLD DEBAUCHEES. A Comedy. As it is Acted at the Theatre- 
Royal in Drury-Lane. | | | 
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OPERAS after the ITALLAN manner. 


DEBORAH. An ORATORIO : Or, Sacred Drama. As it is Perform'd 
at the King's Theatre in the Hay-Market. The Muſick Compos'd by Mr. HAN- 
DEL. The Words by Mr. HUMPRHEYS. | Y 


ATHALIA. An ORATOR1O: or SACRED DRAMA. As per- 
form'd at the Theatre in Oxford. At the Time of the Publick Ac. The 
Muſick Compos'd by Mr. HANDEL. The Drama by Mr. HUMPHREYS, 


| ACIS and GALATEA: An Engliſh Paſtoral OPERA in Three Acts. 
| ſet to Muſick by Mr. HANDEL. | 


> a VL YSSES. An OPERA. As itis Perform'd at the Theatre-Royal in 
Ei Lincoln's-Inn Fields. The Muſick Compos'd by Mr. FOHN CHRISTOPHER 
SMITH, Junior. The Words by Mr. HUMPHRETS. 

| A AMELIA. A New Engliſh OPERA. As it is Perform'd at the New 
Theatre in the Hay-Market. Set to Muſick by Mr. John Frederick Lampe. 
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i on OPERAS with the MUSICK, 


The BEGGAR's OPER A. As it is Acted at the Theatre-Royal in 
L incoln's-Inn Fields. Written by Mr. Gay. The Second Edition: To which | 
is Added the Ouverture in Score; With the Muſick prefix'd to each Song. 


The TUNES to the SONGS in the BEGGAR's OPERA Tranſpos'd for 
the FLUTE. Containing Sixty Nine Airs. | | 


The INTRIGUING CHAMBERMAID. A Comedy. By Henry 
„ Fielding, Eſq; With the Muſick prefix d to each Song. To which is prefix'd 
Fil ' an Epiſtle from the Author to Mrs, Clive, | 


39 ACHILLES. An OPERA: Written by the late Mr. GAY. The Second 
IN Edition. To which is added the LIFE of ACHILLES, Extracted from 
33s various Authors. | | | 


„ | | The LIVERY RAK E, and COUNTRY LASS. An OPERA. As E 
$138 it is Perform'd at the Theatres in Drury-Lane and the Hay-Market. With tge 
11 Muſick prefix'd to each Song. . ; 
3108 The BOARDING-SCHOOL; or, The SHAM CAPTAIN. An 

| | | | OPERA. As it is Perform'd at the Theatre-Royal in Drury-Lane, by His 

14 Majeſty's Servants. Written by the Author of The Beggar's Wedding, and 

$1188 The Devil to Pay. With the Muſick prefix'd to each Song. 


The DEVILtoPAY; or, TheWIVES METAMORPHOSD. An | 

OPERA, As it is Peifoim'd at the Theatre-Royal in Drury-Lane, By His i 

Majeſty's Servants. Written by the Author of the Beggar's Wedding. With 
the Muſick prefix'd to each Song. 


The MOCK DOCTOR; or, The DUMB LADY Cur'd. A Comedy. 
Done from MOLIERE. As it is Acted at the Theatre-Royal in Drury-Lane, | 
By His Majeſty's Servants, With the Mulick prefix d to each Song, « 
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he HI HL AN D- FAHR 6&tUNION of the LANs. An OPER? 


As it is Acted at the Theatre-Royal in Drury-Lane, by His Majeſty's Servants. 


Written by Mr. MITCHELL. With the MUSIC K, (which wholly conſiſts of 
Scots TUNES) Prefix d to each Song. 


The JOVIAL CREW. A Comic Opera. As it is Acted at the Theatre 
Royal, by his Majeſty's Servants. 


SILVIA; or, the COUNTRY BURIAL, An Opera. As it is Acted 
at the Theatre-Royal in Lincoln's- Inn Fields. With the Muſick prefix'd to 
each Song. Written by Mr. LILLO, Author of the Tragedy of GEORGE 
BARNWELL. 


LOVE in a RIDDLE. A PASTORAL. As it is Acted at t the Thea- 
tre-Royal by His Majeſty's Servants. Written by Mr, Cibber, With the Mu- 
ſick prefix d to each Song. 


The VILLAGE OPERA. 4s it is Acted at the Theatre-Royal, by His 
Majeſty's Servants, Written by Mr. Johnſon. With the Muſick ptefix'd to 
each Song. 


The LOV ER's OPERA. As it is Acted at the Theatre Royal in Drury-Lane. 


Written by Mr. Chetwood. The Third Edition, with Alterations; Ard the 
 Mulick ptefx'd to each Song. | 


MOMUS turn'd FABULIS T: Or, VULCAN's WEDDING. An Ope- 
ra: After the Manner of the Beggar's Opera. As it is perform'd at the Thea» 
tre-Royal in Lincoln'e-Inn Fields. With the Mulick prefix'd to each Song. 


The FASHIONABLE LADY; or HARLEQVUIN's OPERA. In 
the Manner of a REHEARSAL. As it is Perform'd at the Theatre in 


SGoodman's- Fields. Written by Mr. Ralph, With the Muſick prefix*d to each 


Song. 


P.ATIE and PEGGT-: Or, the FAIR FOUNDLING. A Scotch Ballad 
Opera. As it is Acted at the Theatre-Royal in Drury-Lane, With the Mu- 
ſick prefix d to each Song. 


DAMON and PHILLID.A : A Ballad Opera of One A&. As it is per- 


formed at the Theatre-Royal in Diury-Lane. With the Mulick prefix'd to 
each Song. 


The CHAMBER-MAID. A BALLAD OPER A of One Act. As 
tt is Perform'd at the Theatre-Royal, by His Majeſty's Servants. With the 


MNuſick prefix d to each Song. 


The QUAKE R's OPERA. As perform'd at Lee's and Harper's Great 
Theatrical Booth in Bartholomew-Faix, With the Mulick prefix*d co each 
Song. 


ROBIN HOOD. An OPERA, With the Muſick — to each Song. 


The GENEROUS FREE-MASON : or, The CONSTANT LADY. With the 
Humours of Squire Noodle, and his Man Doodle. A Tragi-Comi-Farcical 
Ballad * In Three Acts. With the Muſick prefix d to each Song. 
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Latch Publiſbed, 


(Boing 4 wry. proper. RESENT to young Gentlemen and Ladis, « 
BOARDING-SCHOOLS, Cc. et only as a great —.—— 
to their learning the French Language, but Likewiſe the moſt Chaſte, 
Moral, and Diverting Amuſement to employ their Leiſure Hours) 


#,* A SELECT COLLECTION of MOLIERE's COMEDIES, 
French and Engliſh, in EIGHT POCKET VOLUMES, neatly Printed 
on a Fige Paper, with a Curious Frontiſpiece to each Comedy. To which is 
Prefix d a Curious PRINT of the AUTHOR, and his LIFE in French 
and Engliſh; Ext racted from Monſieur Bayle, Rapin, &c. | | | 


N. B. The Tranſlation is entirely New, and was undertaken by ſeveral Gen- 
tlemen, who all join'd and conſulted together about every Part of it; in 
which particular Care has been had to keep as cloſe as poſſible to the Origi- 
nal, and obſerve the very Words of the Author as well as the Senſe, ſo fat as 
was conſiſtent with the Freedom and Spirit of the Dialogue, in order to make 


it more ſerviceable to thoſe of out own Nation, who deſire an Acquaintance 
with the Language or Genius of their Neighbours; and likewiſe to Foreigners 
who may have the ſame Iuclination with reſpect to Us. . 


Lately Publiſh'd. 


The TRAVELS and ADVENTVRES of the Sicur JACQUES MASSE: 
Being a very entertaining Account of his Arrival in an unknown Country in 
Terra Auſtralis, after having ſaffer'd two Shipwrecks: Of the ſtrange Manned 
and Cuſtoms of the People: Of his curious Converſations with the Prieſts? 

udges, and with the KING himſelf, on the Subjects of Religion, Trade, ans, 
almoſt all the Arts and Sciences: Of his Paſlage from the Southern Coun- 
tries to Goa, where he was impriſon'd in the Inquitition: Of his being taked 
by Pirates in his Voyage from theace to Lisbon; and of his Ranſom from 
Slavery, aud Arrival at London; Beſides many other moſt diverting Inc 
dents; which are very agreeably interſpers d in the Narrative. ö 


IE TT ERS of ABELARD and HELOISE, To which is prefix d a parti- 


eular Account of their Lives, Amours, and Misfortunes, extracted chiefly 


from Monſieur BAYLE. Tranflated from the French, by the late JOHN 


HUGHES, Eſq; 


The Works of Mr. Henry Needler; conſiſting of ORIGINAL POEMS; 

TRANSLATIONS, ESSAYS and LET TERS. Nemo parum din 
vixit, qui Virtutis perfectæ perfecto functus eſt munere. Cicero de contem- 
nenda Morte, The Second Edition. Publiſt'd by Mr. Duncombe, 


In OCTAV o. 


The VOYAGES and ADVENTURES of CAPTAIN ROBERT BorLE, 
In ſeveral Parts of the World. Intermix'd with the Story of Mrs. Villars, an 
Engliſh Lady with whom he made his ſurprizing Eſcape from Barbary; The 
Hiſtory of an Italian Captive; and the Life of Den Pedro Aquilio, &c. Full 
of various and amazing Turns of Fortune. To which is added, The Voyage, 
Shipwreck, and Miraculous Preſervation of Richard Caſtelman, Gent. With a 
Deſcription of the City of Philade!phia, and tlie Country of Penſylvania. The 
Second Edition. 
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Lately Publiſh'd, with the Addition of Nine PLE CES (mark'd thus * 


in this Advertiſement) 


and Adorn'd with curious CUT TS, De- 


ſien'd by Mr. John Vanderbank and Mr. Highmore, and Engrav'd 
12 — Vandergucht, the Second Edition of 


* „ A SELECT COLLECTION of NOVELS and HISTO- 
RIES. In Six Volumes. Written by the moſt Celebrated Authors in ſeyeral 


Languages. 


Many of which never appear'd in Engliſh before. All New 


Tranflated and Compiled from the moſt Authentick Originals, 


VOL. 1. Containing 
A Extract of Monſieur Huet's Diſ- 
_ courſe concerning the Original of 
Romances, 


 ZAYDE. 


The Marriage of Belphegor. 
* The Adventures of Meleſicthon. 
The Jealous Eſtremaduran. 
* The Hiſtory and Fall of the Lady 
-Jane Grey. | 
* The Adventures on the Black Monn- 
tains. | 
VOL. II. Cor taining 
The Princeſs of Cleves. 
The Fair Maid of the Inn. 
The Force of Friendſhip. 
* Charon : or, The Ferry Boat. 
The Hiſtory of the Captive. 
V OL. 111. Containing, 
Don Carlos. | 
The Hiſtory of Count Belflox and 
Leonora de Ceſpedes. 
The Curious Impertinent. 
* The Hiſtory of Jane Shore. 
The Prevalence of Blood. 
The Liberal Lover. 
The Beautiful Turk, 


vol. Iv. Containing 
The Happy Slave. 
The Rival Ladies. 


* The Loves of King Henry II, and 
Fair Roſamond, | 


The Innocent adultery, 


The Hiſtory of the Conſpiracy of the 
Spaniards againſt the Republick of 
Venice. 5 

VOI. V. Containing 

The Little Gypſy. | 

Ethelinda. | 

The Amour of Count Palyiano and 
Eleonora. | 

* The Unhappy Favourite: Or, the 
Fall of Robert Earl of Eſſex, 

Scanderbeg the Great. | 

VOL. VI. Containing, 
The Life of Caſtruccio Caſtiacani of 
Lucca. 

The Loves of Oſmin and Daraxa. 

The Spaniſh Lady of England, 

The Lady Cornelia, 

* The [iftory of Maſſanielo. 

The Falſe Dutcheſs. 


5 Memoirs of the Impriſonment and 


Death of Mary Queen of Scots. 


The Third Edition of 


Dr. CROXALL's FABLES of Aſop and Others. Newly done into 
Engliſh, With an Application to each Fable. Illuſtrated with Cutts. 


TIDE garrit aniles 


Ex re Fabellas - 


Hor, 


The FAIR CIR CASSIAN, a Dramatick Performance. Done from 


the Original by a Gentleman-Commoner of Oxford. To which are added 
ſeveral Occaſional Poems, by the ſame Author. 


| | 
Les AVANTURESde TELEMAQUE Fils @'Ulyſſle. Par feu Meſ- 
fire Francois de Salignac de la Motte Fenelon, Precepteur de Meſſeigneuts, 


les Entans de France, & depuis Archeveque Duc de Cambrai, Prince du tain: 
Empire, &c. Nouvelle Edition conforme au Manuſcript original, Avec 25 
Kemarques pour l'eclairciſſement de cet Ouvrage. 


Lately Publiſh'd, curiouſly PInted in Ous vulune in OTA, 
DIONTSII LONGINIdeSUBLIMITATE COMMENTARIVS, quem 
Nova Verſione donavit, Notis illuſtravit, & partim Manuſeriptorum ope, par- | 
tim conjecturà emendavit (additis etiam omnibus ejuſdem Auctoris Fragmentis) 
ZACHARIAS PEARCE, S. T. P. Regiæ Majeſtati A Sacris Domeſticis, &c. 

Editio ſecunda, Notis & Emendationibus auctior. Ex Officina Jacobi Tonſon, 
& Johannis Watts. 5 | _ : 
BUCKJII NOVUM TESTAMENTUM Grecs. 
C. JULIIl CASARIS quz extant, accuratiſſimè eum Libris Fditis 


& MSS. optimis Collata, Recognita & Correcta. Acceſſerunt Annota- 


tiones Samuelis Clarke, S. T. P. Item Indices Locorum, Rerumque & ver- 


borum, Vriliflimi. Ex Officina Jacobi Tonſon, & Johannis Watts. 


Lately Publiſh'd, by Mr. M AIT T AIR E, very Convenient | 
SCHOOLS, Curiuſly and Correct Polit 8 
the following Books, to be had of the Bookſellers both of 


Town and Corntry. 


NOVUM TESTAMENTUM. Grace. | 

SOPHOCLIS Tragœdiæ ſeptem. Cum Verſione Latina & ſelectis qui- 
buſdam variis Lectionibus. 

HOME RI Ilias. Adjicitur in Calcem Interptetatio Latina. Scholis in 
Anglia Celeberrimis ; Etonenſi, Weſtmonaſterienſi Regiis; Wintonienſi, Car- 
thuſianæ, Paulina & Mercatorum ſciſſorum, hæc Homeri Editio, in Earum 
præcipuè Uſum Concinnata, humillime Offertur Dedicaturque. 1 

P. VIRGILII MARONIS Opera. g 

Q. HORATII FLAC CI Opera. 1 

CATULLI, TIB ULLI, & PROPER TII Opera. 

P. OVIDII NASONIS Opera, tribus tomis comprehenfa. 

PUBLII TERENTII Carthaginienſis Afri Comœdiæ ſex. 

TITI LUCRETII CARI de Rerum Natura libgi ſex, 

M. ANNEAI LUCANI Pharſalia: five de Bello Civili inter Czſa- 
rem & Pompeium libri decem. | . TRL 5 

HE DRI Aug. Liberti Fabularum Eſopicarum libri quinque; item Fa- 
bulæ quædam ex MS, veteri 3 Marquaxdo Gudio deſctiptæ; cum Indice vo- 
cum & Locutionum. Appendicis loco adjiciuntur Fabule G:zcz quædam & 
Latinz ex variis Authoribus collectæ quas claudit Avieni Æſopicarum F abu- 
liam liber unicus. . : Sins! ped, «6 

D. JUNIL JUVENALIS & AULI PERSII FLACCI Satytz. 

M. VALERI! MARTIALIS Epigrammara, 

CHRISTUS PATLIENS, Rapini carmen Heroicum, | 

MUSARUM ANGLICANARUM.ANALECTA : ſive Potma- 
ta quædam melioris Notæ, ſeu hactenus Inedita, ſeu ſparſim Edita, in duo 
Volumina congeſta. Editio Quarta, Prioribus auctior. „ 


* 


T. LIVII PATAVINI Hiſtoriatum ab Urbe condita Libri qui ſuperſunt. 


In 6 Vol. 


C. PLINII CECIiLII Secundi Epiſtolæ & Panegyricus. 

CORNELII NEPO TIS excellentium Imp:catorum Vitz, 

LUCIUS ANNAUS FLORUS, Cui ſubjungitut Lucii Ampelii liber 
memorialis. ES | 

CAII SALLUSTII CRISPI quz extant. 

VELLEIL PATERCULI Hiſtoriæ Romanz quz ſuperſunt, 

JUSTINI Hiſtoriarum ex Trogo Pompeio libri XLIV. 

Q. CUR TLUS RUFUS de rebus geſtis Alexandri Magni. | 

C. JULII CASARIS & A. HURTLL de rebus à C. ſulio Cæſare 
zeſtis Commentarii : Cum C. jul. Cæſaris Fragmentis, | 

'CONCIONES & ORATIONES ex Hiſtoricis Latinis exceiptzy 


6d; 26d 
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